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Lo! as a little child 

Looks from its window on a mighty town. 

And sees the roofs as far as eye can reach, 

But thinks not, knows not—nay, will not believe — 
That there are Fathers, Mothers, Sisters, Homes 
All like his own, a thousand homely talks, 

Manners, and customs—so I %aw the world 
With millions of my brethren. Then I wrote; 

And all my verse sprang fire-new from a brain . 

That loved it and believed it But the world 
Coldly, in silence, passed Mj numbers by. 

Therefore I sang in fury! When the years 
Brought with them coolness, all too late I found 
There were ten thousand thousand thoughts like mine! 
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THE DUSKY CREW 

Our heads were rough and our hands were 
black 

With the ink-stain’s midnight hue; 

We scouted all, both great and small— 

We were a dusky crew; 

And each boy’s hand was against us raised— 
’Gainst me and the Other Two. 

We chased the hare irom her secret lair, 

We roamed the woodlands through; 

In parks and grounds far out of bounds 
Wandered our dusky crew; 

And the keepers swore to see us pass— 

Me and the Other Two. 

And one there was who was light of limb, 
Nimble and wary too. 

A spirit grim we made of him 
Unto our dusky crew: 

He fetched and carried for all us three— 

For me and the Other Two. 

Our secret caves in the cold, dark earth 
The luscious lettuce grew; 

We ate the cress in merriness— 

We were a dusky crew; 

The radish red gave sweet repast 
To me and the Other Two. 
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Our lettuces are dead and gone, 

Our plans have fallen through; 

We wander free in misery— 

We are a wretched crew: 

For a master’s wrath has fallen on us— 

On me and the Other Two. 

He found our cave in the cold, dark earth, 
He crept the branches through; 

He caught us all in our Council-Hall— 
Caught us, a dusky crew; 

To punishment he led us all— 

Me and the Other Two. 

Our lettuces are dead and gone, 

Our plans have fallen through; 

We wander free in misery— 

We are a wretched crew. 

Will happiness no more return 
To me and the Other Two? 
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TWO SIDES OF THE MEDAL 

‘I will into the world, I will make me a name, 

I will fight for truth, I will fight for fame, 

I will win pure love, and when I die 
The world shall praise me, worthily.’ 

He entered the world—he fought for fame; 

They twined him the thorny wreath of shame. 

I met him once more full suddenly; 

His face was seamed with misery. 

‘Have you fought for truth : Have you worked in 
vain? 

Have you gained pure love without a stain? 

Is your name yet great? Will it ever be? 

Are you praised of all men, worthily?’ 

He did not answer—he did not speak, 

But waited awhile with a reddened cheek, 

Then, trembling, faltering, and looking down— 
Good Heavens, he asked me for half a crown! 
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THIS SIDE THE STYX 

Naked and shivering, how the oozy tide 
Affrights me, waiting! Yonder boatman there 
Is dull and moveless as the very stones 
That fringe the infernal river. Woe is me! 

All that I had, departed, and this state 
Of aimless wandering on the farther shore 
Is scarcely better than the life of forms 
I see around me. Huge, deformed toads, 

Yellow and dripping monsters, loathsome plants 
Dropping their blotched leaves in the reeking slime. 
This is the land of Death in very truth. 

The imprisoned air bears not my trembling voice 
To shapes, my comrades in the upper life, 

To those that sate and laughed with me of old, 

Alas, how altered! Tullius Quaestor there 
Stands solitary, he that loved mirth, 

And drank the unmixed wine till morning came 
With me, how often! Is that Poetus, 

Mine ancient enemy? O Gods! he comes 
Beating the dead air with his outstretched palms 
In silent supplication. Now his mouth 
Is shaping words, and yet there comes no sound; 
And now he passes in the drifting mist, 

A shadow amid shadows. I alone 
Retain a lasting form, or seem to do. 

Claudius Herminius, once a trusty friend, 

Is fleeting like the others. Is there none 
To stay and give me peace? Ixion now 
Had eased me, for he beareth greater pain; 
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But all alone upon these crumbling banks, 
i False as the world I left, how shall I be, 
j Or rather cease from being? Could I lose 
My soul, sensation, all that makes me I, 
Oblivion were thrice blessed. Lo! the boat 
Is moving toward me—now at least is change. 
Slowly, oh! slowly parts the stagnant flood, 
And slow as is repentanc e, Charon rows! 
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READING THE WILL 

Here we have it, scratched and scored 
By the tides of an impotent human soul; 
He that wrote it died abhorred, 

And scarcely the bell had ceased to toll 
Ere they crowded together over the cake, 
Ferret-eyed women and keen-faced men, 

In the putrid well of his life to slake 
Th6ir viperous throats, and wonder when 
The lawyer was coming to give their share— 
Waiting like beasts behind the bars 
For the meat apportioned,—and all the air 
Thick with the hissing whisper that mars 
Fame of the living and fame of the dead. 

See that woman, her yellow teeth 
Pressing the lip’s thin line of red; 

Mark the struggle that lies beneath 
The outer surface of weepers and veils! 

She was his housekeeper, people muttered 
Hints, half-hinting, and half-heard tales, 
Poison tipping each syllable uttered. 
Charity, this! And the dead man lies 
Still? Impossible! He must stir, 

Slip the bandages, turn and rise, 

Speak, refuting the blot on her! 

There is no sign. Does he hear them say 
She has it all, and ‘We know how 
She wiled it from him, but let us stay 
To hear the reading—it’s coming now’? 
Slowly, slowly, the red seals break. 
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READING THE WILL 

Watch them, marking his ev’ry word— 
How in life he had willed to make 
This one wretched, and that preferred. 

‘I will and I choose that such an one 
Should have my all!’ O woe, O woe! 
Human potency, what has it done 
To help men’s souls in the shades below? 
Does he remember his power past, 

How that he made min smile or weep,— 
Helpless to hold his riches fast, 

Fighting with blows men strike in sleep? 
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AN ECHO 

Let the fruit ripen one by one 
On the sunny wall; 

If it fall 

Who is it suffers? What harm is done? 
None at all. 

An Eve in the garden am I; 

Behold, this one 
In the sun 

Falls with a touch, and I let it lie, 

My first one. 

One fresh from the bough; I break it; 

The red juice flies 
Into my eyes. 

Shall I swallow, leave, or take it. 

Or despise? 

Sweet to my taste was that second 
And I hold it meet 
That I eat; 

But ah me! Are the bruised ones reckoned 
At my feet? 
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CARET 

Something wanting in this world— 
What is it? To each and all 
Different desires come, 

Tides of longing rise and fall. 

Hopes of youth still unfulfilled, 
Homes that have an empty chair, 
Gulfs that gape and 3'its that balk; 
Something wanting everywhere. 

Can we fill the gap with love, 

Forge the missing link with gold? 
Let the heart be ne’er so warm, 

Still one portion blank and cold. 

Broken chords are but our share; 

Harmony with discord blends; 
Fate’s dull web but coarsest cloth, 
Patched with finer odds and ends. 
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ROSES 

Roses by babies’ rosier fingers pressed 
In wondering amazement. Later, youth, 

Attired in knickerbockers, flings them by 
Contemptuously. Lovers’ offerings then, 

Much kissed and withered. Staid and sober age 
In snug, suburban villas rears v them last." 

The world at large is dowered with their thorns! 
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THE LESSON 

We two learned the lesson together, 

The oldest of all, yet so new 
To myself, and I’m wondering whether 
It was utterly novel to you? 

The pages—you seemed to have known them, 
The pictures that changed ’neath our eyes; 
Alas! by what hand were you shown them, 
That I find you so womanly wise? 

Is it strange that my hand on your shoulder 
In the dusk of the day should be placed? 
Did you say to yourself, ‘Were he older 
His arm had encircled my waist’? 

If it be so, so be it, fair teacher; 

I sit at your feet and am wise, 

For each page of the book is a feature, 

And the light of the reading, your eyes. 

We have met, and the meeting is over; 

We must part, and the parting is now; 

We have played out the game—I, boy-lover, 
In earnest, and you, dearest, how? 
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THE SONG OF THE SUFFERER 

(Written when ill with fever 
and sore throat) 

His drink it is Saline Pyretic, 

He longs, but he shall not eat, 

His soul is convulsed with emetic, 

His stomach is empty of meat. 

His bowels are stirred by blind motions, 
His form in the flannel is bound, 

He has gargles, and powders, and potions, 
And walks as not feeling the ground. 

For the doctor has harrowed his being. 
And of medicine wondrous the might is; 

He suffers in agony, seeing 
He is prey to acute tonsilitis. 
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THE FRONT DOOR 

I stand and guard—such ones as say 
In matter lives no spirit, lie; 

The household through me throbs and beats, 
The meaning of the crowded streets 
Is plain, and once a year I may 
Admit the beings of the sky. 

Lost souls revisiting the earth 
To see old loves that they be well, 

And find their hold upon the heart, 

In life so strong, in death depart; 

Wherefore with peals of soundless mirth 
Goes each one to his place in Hell. 

The curtain on a winter’s night 
Struggles and beats as if it fought 
In every fold a power of air; 

The unseen fills each vacant chair; 

The living lavish not a thought 
On those that are not in their sight. 

Life and dark Death go hand in hand,— 
Believe or disbelieve my tale,— 

How Death is Life, how Life is Death, , 
How that the spirit wandereth, 

How bolts and bars may not prevail 
To guard us from the Other Land. 
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ARGUMENT OF A PROJECTED POEM 
TO BE CALLED 

THE SEVEN NIGHTS OF CREATION 

The Devil each night of the seven days of Creation 
works in emulation of the Creator and produces baneful 
things—fogs, poisonous plants, venomous creatures, etc.— 
and at last tries to make a man in imitation of Adam. He 
fails, recognises his failure, and is obliged to own that his 
power cannot rival that of the Creator, and that evil is 
less powerful than good. 

Lo! what is this I make? Are these his limbs. 

Bent inward, tottering ’neath the body’s weight? 
The body crutched by hairy spider-arms, 
Surmounted by a face as who should say, 

‘Why hast thou made me? wherefore hast thou 
breathed 

Spirit in this foul body? Let me be!’ 

The piteous visage puckers with its woe, 

The strange black lips are working with a cry— 

A cry and protest. Lo! the wrinkled palms 
Are stretched forth helplessly and beat the dark. 

So did not my great foe when he was made. 

I saw his eye glow with the sense of power, 

I saw all wild things crouch beneath that eye; 

God gave him great dominion over all 
And blessed him. Shall I bless my handiwork? 
After thy kind be fruitful, lust, and eat; 

All things I give thee in the earth and air— 

Only depart and hide thee in the trees. 
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He rises from the ground to do my will 
And seek a shelter. Can the being speak? 

Stay, thing, and thank me for thy quickening. 
The great eyes roll—my meaning is not there 
Reflected as God’s word was in the man’s. 

I, maker, bid thee speak, if speak thou canst! 
Lo! what is this? My labour is in vain. 

He plucks the grass-tufts aimlessly, and works 
Palm within palm, then for a moment’s space 
Breaks off rough bark and throws it on the 
ground. 

He hears me not. Oh! would the dawn delay, 
So I might rise and perfect that I make, 

Or rise and build again. Al.is! the light 
Is flaming forth to mock me. See, he sits 
Helpless, uprooting grass. While all the world 
Is thick with life renewed that fills my ears, 
My last and greatest work is mockery. 

Depart, O Ape! Depart and leave me foiled. 


21 



SCHOOLBOY LYRICS 


CONVENTIONALITY 

Passion and Fire—bah! are they ever linked with 
beauty? 

Beauty and fairness of face? The devils below can tell 

The upper-world folk, if they will, 

How it’s not the lovely alone that enter the gates of 
Hell. 

Heroes and dames of fiction, so wicked, so fair, so 
accurst, 

How we praise their faults and applaud each claptrap^, 
speech on the stage! 

But red hands may be raised to kill—- 

The white-mouse eye can sparkle as well as the eagle’s 
with rage. 

I knew two people so. Romance! She was nothing at 
all— 

Weak-mouthed and chalky-white, limping, and stut¬ 
tering too. 

He was as dull as ever lead, 

Dumb; and we wondered how he had found him 
words to woo. 

Then—God knows how it happened!—there came 
the crime, and we saw 

The two, how they held together through the trial 
and all the rest 

Of the dragging chain of the law; 

But alas for Romance! we cut them as though they 
had been the pest. 
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‘DONEC GRATUS ERAM* 

(DEVONSHIRE DIALECT?) 

HE 

So long as ’twuz me alone 
An’ there wasn’t no other chaps, 

I was praoud as a King on ’is throne— 
Happier tu, per’aps. 


SHE 

So long as ’twuz only I 
An’ there wasn’t no other she 
Yeou cared for so much--surely 
I was glad as glad could be. 

HE 

But now I’m in low with Jane Pritt— 
She can play the piano, she can; 

An’ if dyin’ ’ud ’elp ’er a bit 
I’d die laike a man. 

SHE 

Yeou’m like me. I’m in low with young 
Frye— 

Him as lives out tu Appledore Quay; 
An’ if dyin’ ’ud ’elp ’im I’d die— 

Twice ower for he. 
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HE 

But s’posin’ I threwed up Jane 
An’ niver went walkin’ with she— 
And come back to yeou again— 
How ’ud that be? 


SHE 

Frye’s sober. Yeou’ve alius done badly— 

An’ yeou shifts like cut net-floats, yeou du: 
But—I’d throw that young Frye ovver gladly 
An’ low ’ee right thru! 
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THE BOAR OF THE YEAR 

(From the United Services College Chronicle, 
October 30, 1884) 

In the shade of the trees by the lunch-tent the Old 
Haileyburian sat,— 

A full fourteen-stone in the saddle, and the best of 
hard riders at that,— 

And he shouted aloud as we passed him: ‘I’ll wait till 
the claret-cup cools. 

There’s a sounder broke loose in the open! Ride, boys, 
for the love of your Schools *’ 

Bull-huge in the mists of the morn at the head of his 
sounder he stood— 

Our quarry—and watched us awhile, and we thirsted 
aloud for his blood; 

Then over the brawn of his shoulder looked back as 
we galloped more near— 

Then fled for the far-away cover; and we followed 
the Boar of the Year! 

There was Cheltenham perched on an Arab—so rich 
are these thrice-bom R.E.’s; 

And Rugby—his mount was a Waler; and a couple of 
O.U.S.C.’s; 

And the rest of the field followed after. They were 
older and wiser, perhaps— 

For we flew over tats 1 at the nullahs, 2 but they 
scrambled through by the gaps. 

1 Ponies. 2 Ravines. 
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Away like a bird went the Arab—head and tail in the 
air, which is wrong: 

For a pig-sticker worthy his salt looks down as he 
gallops along; 

And the Arab was new to the business. What wonder 
that Cheltenham fell 

In the grip of a buffalo-wallow, and sat down to rest 
him a spell? 

Then Rugby shot forward the first of us three, for to 
reason it stands 

That a coachy Artillery charger has the legs of a mere 
fourteen-hands. 

But he jinked, and the Waler went wide; but the 
country-breds wheeled and we flew 

O’er the treacherous black-cotton furrows—spears up, 
riding all that we knew. 

Now, a beast with a mouth like a brickbat can’t turn 
to a turn of the wrist— 

And the Waler took furlongs to turn in; and the rest 
of the run Rugby missed. 

So we shed him and spread him and left him, after 
manifold jinkings and chouses, 

And the issue was narrowed to this: ‘Ride, boys, for 
the love of your Houses!’ 

Dull-white on the slate of his hide ran a spear-scar 
from shoulder to chine: 

And a pig that is marked by the spear is seldom the 
sweetest of swine. 

When he stopped in the shade of the re/i-grass that 
fringes the river-bed’s marge, 
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THE BOAR OF THE YEAR 

The lift of his rust-red back-bristles had warned us: 
Look out for the charge! 

And we got it! Right-wheel, best foot foremost—with 
a quick sickle-sweep of the head 

That missed the off-hock of my pony and tore 
through a tussock instead, 

He made for the next horse’s belly—the jungle-pig’s 
deadliest trick— 

And he caught the spear full in the shoulder, and the 
bamboo broke short at the nick: 

Then the prettiest mare in the Province let out with 
her ever-quick heels, 

And the sound of the Ancient his death-grunt was 
drowned in her feminine squeals! 

And which of the Houses got first-spear? With sorrow 
unfeigned be it said, 

I jabbed at his quarters and missed, and—I rode for 
the Black and the Red; 

And he for the Black and the Yellow, and his was the 
first and last spear 

That ended the hunt by the river, and won you the 
Boar of the Year. 

So we drank in the shade of the lunch-tent to the 
Barrack that stands by the Sea— 

We drank to the health of its fellows—to all who have 
been and may be. 

And Cheltenham joined in the chorus and Rugby re¬ 
echoed the cheer 

On the day that we rode for the College, and won 
you the Boar of the Year! 
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THE BATTLE OF ASSAYe) 

(From the United Services College Chronicle, 

July 2, 1886) 

Save where our huge sea-castles from afar 
Beat down, in scorn, some weak Egyptian wall, 

We are too slothful to give heed to war. 

As a gorged Lion will not stir at all, 

Although the hunter mock him openly, 

So we are moveless when the trumpets call. 

A soldier s letter, written long ago 
(The ink lies yellow on the tattered page), 

Telling of war, with rugged overflow 
Of epithet, and bursts of uncouth rage; 

And as I find the letter—so I write 
My record of brave deeds in a dead age. 

‘The man was a man you could follow to death, 
And dying, thank with your latest breath 
For the honour granted—and he had led 
From the sea to the scorching plains inland, 

Where the soil would flay the skin from your hand 
If you let it rest for a moment there; 

And the sun at noonday strikes you dead, 

And the breeze is a blast of furnace air; 

Where the Jungle stands in an inland sea, 

When the hills send down their floods to the plain, 
And the waters drown the coiled tree-snake. 
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And the reed-thatched hamlets by ihil 1 and lake 
Are swamped and demolished utterly. 

‘How can I tell of the months of fight?— 

The whole thing slid like an evil dream. 

With the same tired halt at camping-time, 

When the hot day sank into hotter night, 

A broken sleep and a dream of home; 

Then grain for each lowing bullock-team; 

And then the sun in the parched blue dome— 
The dusty march like an endless rhyme, 

\And the weary, broken sleq> again. 

‘But one thing stays in my i nind, and will stay 
Stamped in fire till the day I die:— 

How the wild Mahratta ranks gave way 
From a poor four thousand of Englishmen, 

By the little village they call Assaye— 

For we were one where they numbered ten; 
How we fought through the hot September day 
In the face of their cannon, and how we slew; 
How the horsemen galloped down on us, 

And we broke their ranks and fought anew. 

In the midst of a fire so murderous 
That it seems a wonder that I am alive; 

And, last of all, how we chased the crew, 

Drove them like bullocks our peasants drive, 
Footsore and bleeding. It happened thus:— 

‘Three armies were met together to crush 
The whole of our little force—and we 
(Thanks to the tale of a lying scout) 

1 Swamp. 
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Had come on their camp so suddenly, 

Where the Kaitua River curves about 
In the steep clay reaches of Bokerdun, 

That we knew we must either fight.or die. 

Since no succour could come by land or sea, 

And we knew that retreat was worse than defeat; 
And we thought this over, there in the bush, 

As we faced their masses of cavalry, 

And counted each point-blank, grinning gun, 

While the turbid river rolled between; 

And far away from the plains’ burnt green 
The still Ghats watched us against the sky. 

‘We found a ford, and the word was given, 

And over we went as glad as might be— 

Seeing, for months past, we had striven 
With a foe who fled like a dusky cloud, 

And we thirsted to meet them in open field, 

With no quarter asked or grace allowed, 

And fight till one of us two should yield. 

So, a splash through the stream with arms held high, 
A rattle of stones when the horses passed, 

And we found ourselves on the farther side, 

And we only feared lest the foe should fly— 
Cheating us out of our fight at the last. 

For we saw their ranks fall back and divide, 

And we watched their faces horrified 

That our handful should dare to strive with them. 

And then the view was hid from us wholly— 

Like a fleecy fringe on a garment’s hem, 

The whole of the front of their line outbroke 
In a dense, white bank of blinding smoke, 
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That rose against the blue sky slowly, 

While the red death flickered in spirts of fire 
As each cannon opened its Ups and spoke 
A deep-mouthed warning to bid us retire. 

‘On the left the Kaitua hemmed us in, 

On the right a rushing watercourse; 

In front their masses of infantry, 

Their surging waves of Mahratta horse. 

Came down on us like a winter sea; 

And we fought as they fight who fight for life— - 
Each one as though the army’s fate 
Hung on the strength of his own right wrist 
When he warded away the cold curved knife, 

And the wiry devil that wielded it 
Recoiled from the bayonet—just too late— 

And the steel came out with a wrench and a twist. 
So we fought and slew in the midst of the din 
Till their line was broken—till man and horse 
Fled over the rushing watercourse, 

And the greatest fight of the world was our own! 
And now my face is scarred to the bone, 

And I’m lame maybe from a musket-ball— 

Yet I thank God always (and ever shall) 

That I fought in a fight the world will applaud; 

For the new generations by and by 

Shall be proud of that long September day, 

When ten men fled from the face of one, 

And the river ran red on its seaward way. 

As it flowed through the village of Bokerdun— 
Red with the blood that was spilt at Assaye!’ 
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ON FORT-DUTY 

(From the United Services College Chronicle, 
March 28, 1884) 

There’s tumult in the Khyber, 

There’s feud at Ali Kheyl; 

For the Maliks 1 of the Khyber 
Are at it tooth and nail— 

With the stolen British carbine 
And the long Kohat jezail . a 

And I look across the ramparts 
To the northward and the snow— 

To the far Cherat cantonments; 

But alas! I cannot go 
From the dusty, dreary ramparts 
Where the cannons grin arow! 

There’s fighting in the Khyber, 

But it isn’t meant for me, 

Who am sent upon ‘Fort-duty’ 

By this pestilent Ravi , 

With just one~other subaltern. 

And not a soul to see. 

Oh! it’s everlasting gun-drill 
And eight-o’clock parades, 

It’s cleaning-up of mortars 
(Likewise of carronades), 

1 Head-men. * Matchlock. 
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While the passes ring with rifles 
And the noise of Afghan raids. 

And I look across the ramparts 
To the river broad and grey, 

And I think of merry England 
Where the festive Horse Guards pla). 
Oh! take the senior grades for this 
And spare the young R.A.! 
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INSCRIBED IN A PRESENTATION COPY 
OF ECHOES TO THE COMMON-ROOM 

(From the United Services College Chronicle, 
March 27, 1889) 

‘My very noble and approved good masters. 

Placetne, Domini?— in far Lahore 
I wait your verdict, ’mid the palms and roses, 
Much as I did those judgments writ of yore 
Upon my ‘proses.’ 

Blue-pencil X’s when constructions queer 
Ran riot down the inky, thumb-marked page; 
And wondrous words that moved too oft, I fear, 
Your righteous rage. 

Red-pencil marks when half-a-dozen rules, 
Smashed at one stroke, broke down your 
patience, too, 

And left me, in the silence of the Schools, 

With ‘lines to do.’ 

These were your judgments—well deserved enough 
By one who daily scorned his Latin Primer. 
What is your verdict on the latest stuff 
Sent by this rhymer? 

Placetne, Domini ?—’neath India’s sky 
I wait your answer, laymen and divines; 

And, as of old, upon your table I 
‘Show up my lines.’ 
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THE SONG OF THE EXILES 

(From the United Services College Chronicle, 
October 15, 1883) 

That long white Barrack by the Sea 
Stares blankly seaward still, 

But other grimy paws make free c>( 
With pig-nuts on ‘The Hill.’ 

Fresh faces in the Gym appear. 

New knives cut other names; 

Fresh sinners carry on, I fear, 

Our very same old games. 

Terms come and go, scenes shift and fac e. 
The young moustache progresses; 

In place of call-over, ‘parade,’ 

Instead of dinner, ‘messes.’ 

By some mysterious law of fate 
I cannot understand, 

Most College fledgelings gravitate 
To ‘India’s coral strand.’ 

In steamy mists of moist Bombay, 

Or dreary Dum-Dum ‘lines,’ 

Or where Karachi dust-storms play. 

An O.U.S.C. pines. 

Some watch the tender tea-plant grow 
In gardens of Cachar; 
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Some wait at Quetta for the slow 
Sure-coming Frontier war. 

By Naga Hills our feet are set, 

Or swamps of North Bengal; 

Some spend their leave in far Tibet, 
Some get no leave at all. 

Some lead the R.A. guns afield 
(At least upon parade), 

Some watch lest kutcha 1 dams may yield 
To rifts the Rains have made. 

Some write voluminous reports 
On ‘forest land increase,’ 

Some work at survey in the Ghats, 

And some in the Police. 

Some prance beside their gorah-log 2 
On bony beasts and strange, 

Some test, at Murree or Jutogh, 

The flashing signal’s range. 

A scattered brotherhood, in truth, 

By mount, and stream, and sea, 

We chase, with all the zeal of youth, 

Her Majesty’s Rupee. 

Exiles are we—yet, through our dreams 
Old scenes and faces glide, 

So that the city’s murmur seems 
The voice of Northam tide. 

1 Temporary. 2 European soldiers. 
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ENVY, HATRED, AND MALICE 

Let us praise Such an One, 

Give him commendation 

Sincere for labour done— 

As honour to the nation. 

Such elevation, 

Such perfect taste, was never known b< fore; 

Our ranks admit one poet more, 

’Mid universal acclamation. 

Such an One is elevated 
To the gods, 

Even to the demi-gods. 

Such an One is crowned King, 

Self and friends 

Chew the cud of bitter feeling 
Wondering 
By what ends 

These strange vermin come to stealing 
Bay-leaves here and there to make 

Forged false wreaths, for sure ’tis odd 
How the world a man may take 
For a god. 

(Even for a demi-god!) 

Such an One is gone—there rises 
Such Another: 

With old thoughts in newer guises 
Bom to smother 
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Such an One’s productions. 
Welcomed is he just as loudly, 
Trails his mantle just as proudly. 
Whence I draw 
My deductions 

That many and many a poet more, 
Ere I lie beneath the sods, 

I shall wimess swell and soar 
To the gods, 

Even to the demi-gods! 
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A LEGEND OF DEVONSHIRE 

There were three daughters long ago, 

In a lonely house that faced the sea; 

They sent their father forth to plough 
The narrow meadow that skirts the sea. 

The autumn fogs are drifting by, 

The old man’s wits are dull and numb; 

He has opened the barn where the young cc Its lie 
Safe from the biting frosts to come. 

He has taken the plough-gear and harnessed three 
Hot young bloods that no lash will bear; 

The rain is falling—he cannot see 
If young or old be harnessed there. 

He is ploughing the meadow that skirts the sea— 
Old hands a-quivering with the cold; 

The furrows are running crookedly, 

And the share is clogged with the clinging mould. 

The crow and daw fly fast to eat 
Their food, while afar the sea-gulls scream; 

The rain has changed to a stinging sleet; 

He is ploughing as one who ploughs in a dream. 

They have swerved from the field; the shingles grate 
Beneath their hooves and the jangling plough; 

The day is dying, the hour is late: 

But die salt sea-foam is light to plough. 
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ILLUSION, DISILLUSION, ALLUSION 

i 

Fairest of women is she. 

In all the passion of youth, 

In deed and in word and in truth; 

For time and eternity 
I woo her, so let it be. 

ii 

Rouge and wrinkles and puff, 

Padding and powder enough 
To win a hundred hearts! 

They are welcome. From me departs 
Love for this woman of arts. 

m 

Old friend, why discourse of these things? 
Fairest of women was she. 

Somewhere in eternity 
We may play out the game again; 

Here, Time has ended her reign, 

Making her hateful to see. 
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(supposed to be after browning) 

So the day dragged through, 

And the afternoon brought the spangi es, 

The sawdust smell, die tights, 

The flickering, flashing lights, 

The smile to acknowledge th» cheer 
As the rider skips and jangles 

The bells. Ye Gods!—’twas queer 
How the young equestriennes flew. 

A programme relished, I lay 
Back in my seat to gaze 
On the faces around, to hear what fok say, 
While the orchestra rattled and roarec., 
Murdering popular lays— 

It was hot, too, and I felt bored. 

Then a voice from behind, a rustling of dress, 
The step of a man, a silence to settle, 

A babble of children (how they push, 
These little ones, making your coat in a mess), 
A silence to settle, and after a gush 
Of small talk, I sat and waited, 

Shutting my eyes till the stream abated. 
’Twas a tale of trouble, told in a rush. 

Who was the speaker? I turned to see— 

A sharp little saucy face, 

No whit abashed, gazing at me 
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With bead-eyes, curiously, 

With a petulant child’s grimace, 

As I shifted, moving her feet 

From the chair where they’d taken root, 

For the time at least; then again 
I listened. Fast and fleet 

She poured out the queer little words to her 
friend— 

(A sort of an overgrown brute). 

I heard it out to the end— 

A story of pain. 

Here you have it, in fine 
(Her words, not mine):— 

‘Tried for luck in London— 

Voila tout! 

Failed, lost money, undone; 

Took to the streets for a life. 

Entre nous. 

Jr’s a terrible uphill strife, 

Like all professions—too filled. 

And now I’m in lodgings hard by, 

Au quatridme, up in the sky. 

Visit me by and by. 

They’re furnished, but oh—so cold, 

So cold!’ 

There the queer little voice was stilled; 

She moved to a further chair 
And left me sitting there 

To think on the story told— 

Not to me, but to her friend— 
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Of a life that had only one end, 

And for burden, ‘Oh, so cold!’ 

Have you ever seen on the face 
Of a child a sort of despair, 

A comical, hopeless air, 

When a toy won’t work, or a doll w on’t cry, 
Or a cart runs awkwardly? 

Well, I saw it there 

As she moved to a further chair. 

She’d broken some toy she had— 

Or, was it .1 life gone bad? 
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THE JAM-POT 

(in THE MANNER OF ROBERT BROWNING) 

(From the United Services College Chronicle, 
June 3, 1882) 

The Jam-pot—tender thought! 

I grabbed it—so did you. 

‘What wonder while we fought 
Together that it flew 
In shivers?’ you retort. 

You should have loosed your hold 
One moment—checked your fist. 

But, as it was, too bold 
You grappled and you missed. 

More plainly—you were sold. 

‘Well, neither of us shared 
The dainty.’ That your plea? 

‘Well, neither of us cared,’ 

I answer. . . . Let me see, 

How have your trousers fared? 
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FROM THE WINGS 

We are actors at the side-scenes ere the play of life 
begins, 

With the curtain rising on us and the tally of our sins: 

You may pace the boards before me while amazed 
the boxes sit, 

I, with all my rant and thunder, may but 1 .ardly stir 
the pit. 

You may be a prima donna, winning mon;. rchs with 
your smile; 

What wonder I, your equal, should adore ) du all the 
while? 

When you stand before the footlights wi] 1 you do 
your best to shine 

In that part the Fates have cast you? Will you join 
your part to mine? 

Will you mouth your words, or murmur? Will you 
take me for a friend, 

From the shifting of the first scene till the curtain 
brings the end? 

When the act-drop falls upon us, when we’ve heard 
the audience cheer, 

When the people that have watched us leave the 
stalls and gallery clear, 

When the lights are near extinguished, when the 
ghostlike cloths are thrown 

O’er the purple of the velvet, and the actors stand 
alone— 

Old and wrinkled, grey and toothless, fighting at the 
other door, 
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Who shall face the darkness first, and who of them 
shall go before 

To the great unknown that stretches out away there 
where the lights 

Flare and flicker in the darkness of an awful night of 
nights— 

Where French rouge won’t cheat the Devil, where 
pearl-powder never lies, 

And the belladonna’s useless for wide, terror-stricken 
eyes? 

When they’re howling in the pit, here, may I claim 
you for my own? 

Face the journey both together—two are better far 
than one. 

We’ll rehearse the farce together for a little, little 
time, 

Turn the prose that is our being to a comedy in 
rhyme. 

You be lord, and I’ll be lady, and in sufferance take 
my hand, 

Talk of passion never dying (for the woman, under¬ 
stand). 

So, we’ll play it at the wings here; mind! I’ve never 
sworn to be 

Constant in the real acting, only in the mimicry! 

To your place! Your eyes are wandering! Oh—a girl 
there in the wings. 

(Odd that in rehearsing ’tis my jealousy that stings!) 

I’ve been thinking it were better just for once to play 
it through, 

Much in earnest; shall we try it? As the heaven I am 
true 
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(Made of blue with tinsel planets!). Well! your oath 
is real enough; 

I believe you—only kiss me! This forced passion’s 
dreary stuff! 
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CREDAT JUDAEUS 
First Couple 

Three couples were we in the lane. 
Keeping our walks and turning again; 

At the point where we meet 
The roar of the street 
Like the sound of a beast in pain 
Comes faintly. Here all is sweet. 

Who were the others? I did not see. 

Why should I look at the men at all? 
Why should their partners interest me? 
I’m sure that I loved mine best of all. 

Perfect in beauty and grace, 
Perfect in figure and face, 

She with her eyes divine! 

The present for just us two; 
Eternity makes her mine. 

Our love is eternal and true! 

Second Couple 

Watch them, dearest, cheek to cheek, 
Arm in arm; when years are past 
Will their love like our love last, 

Still so fond, still cheek to cheek? 

There is one true love below; 

We have found it! Others kiss 
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For a little, part and miss, 

Grieve awhile, then lightly go. 

These in earnest! I have seen 
Many such; the years will fly, 
Leave us loving, you and I, 

While they talk of what has been. 

Third Couple 

I wanted them walks so bad 
With you, and missus is mad 
’Cos she savs I gad out at night; 

No doubt but what she’s right. 

Well, I can't stay long, but see, 
Promise to ’old to me, 

An’ I’ll ’old to you for hever! 

Them people may court a bit— 

They don’t love like we two! 

Oh, George! I’ve got no one but you. 
’Old by me! Promise it! 

And I’ll never leave you, never! 


I, the writer that made them speak, 
Laughed aloud as I passed the three, 
Strong in a passion to last a week, 

For Love that is real was given to me 
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SOLUS CUM SOLA 

We were alone on the beach, 

Facing the summer sea, 

Watching the waves on the beach, 
Watching the moon on the sea. 

Words were not many, I ween; 

Why should we want them, we? 
Two hearts, and nothing between, 
Facing the summer sea. 

Silence! such silence is speech. 

She, with her arm in mine, 

Pacing the moonlit beach, 

Makes it communion divine. 

Voice of the world around? 

Blatant bands on the pier? 

We have not heard a sound, 

And yet you say they were near! 

Well, we must go there once more, 
Hear them play, you and I. 

Lo! the day’s glory is o’er; 

Until to-morrow, good-bye. 
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There is one moment when the Gods are kind, 
And, bending down, pour blessings on our head; 
It is the moment when all men are blind, 

And Honour perished. 

There is one moment when the fire flies, 

God-sent, and flickers; hold it he who ma] . 

It is the moment when on other eyes 
Our own are turned away. 

There is one moment when our Love is lovii g, 
And would repay our worship. Lo! alas! 

It is the moment when the blood is moving 
Coldly, that these things pass. 

There is one moment of a high endeavour 
That stirs our pulse with passion. Be it so; 

’Tis but one moment, and is lost for ever; 
Account this, therefore, woe. 

There is one moment only that shall make 
Men equal. For the rest, we strike and strike 
The chords all jarringly; no comfort take. 

There are no twain alike. 
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REQUIESCAT IN PACE 

A new-made grave, for the damp earth stood 
Yellow and miry there at the lips 
Of the pit, where one in her widowhood 
Waited to witness the coffin’s eclipse 
Under the clods, that tumbled and rolled, 
Rattled and thundered o’er clay as cold. 


The mother facing the wife—they wept 
As never I yet saw women weep. 
Standing behind them, the watch I kept 
Was a watch that never did mortal keep, 
For the thing below that had ceased to be, 
With human utterance spoke to me. 


‘There is knocking at my door, there!—Aspirations 
long since fled, 

High endeavours of my springtime that have lived 
and perished. 

Why disquiet me, O phantoms? Wherefore strive 
to stir the dead? 


‘Striking on dumb chords, O passion! 

Music comes not. Here below, 

I am of another fashion 
Than the “I” six days ago. 
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‘There is knocking at my door, there!—Hopes that 
fired younger blood: 

Lust of power, lust of knowledge, fierce desire for 
the good, 

For some truth that might uphold me ’gainst the 
clamour of Doubt’s brood. 

‘Mark ye my closed mouth well; 

Lines where tbe strong speech would sit 
Shadowed ere words;—now all Hell 
Stirs not these wrinkles one whit. 

‘There is knocking at my door, there!—as < f one 
that would not wait, 

As of one that wished to tear me from my quiet, 
kingly state. 

’Tis some Love that might have saved me, come, 
alas! too late, too Tate. 


‘Six days since, around my bed, 

People spake in accents low; 

As a dream half vanished 
Were their words six days ago— 
Spake of something that might save, 
Some great power from above, 
Power to open up my grave, 

And I think they called it Love. 

Canst thou lift the heavy weight? 

Canst thou help me from the gloom? 
Human love is less than Fate, ; 

i 

Failing ere it reach the tomb. 1 
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‘There is knocking at my door, there!—Pity calling 
friends to mind, 

Telling loud of those that mourned me, certain ones 
I left behind. 

Surely they may break their shacklings, snap the fleshly 
chains that bind. 

‘Seest thou this hand that would close 
Warm o’er the clasp of a friend? 

Tell me the tale of his woes— 

It shall lie still to the end. 

‘There is silence, and I slumber in the narrow, narrow 
room, 

Waiting, waiting, ever waiting, for the judgment and 
the doom. 

Sweet to wearied limbs this resting, sweet to strained 
eyes this gloom. 

‘Cool, and no life to arouse 
Passions that slay and destroy. 

Love, and its numberless vows, 

Life, and its manifold joy— 

I have quitted them all and for ever: 

Sweep as the tempests at will, 

Sure, ’tis an idle endeavour 
Seeking to waken the still. 

Beat at my door, O sad mother! 

Wife! rain thy tears on my breast. 

I, that was thine, am made other, 

Alien in all; and I rest.’ 
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AVE IMPERATRIX! 

(written on the occasion of the attempt 

TO ASSASSINATE QUEEN VICTORIA IN MARCH 1 882) 

From every quarter of your land 
They give God thanks who turned away 
Death and the needy madman’s hand, 
Death-fraughtV'which menaced you flat day. 

One school of’ many made to make 
Men who shall hold it dearest right 
To battle for cheir ruler’s sake, 

And stake their being in the fight, 

Sends greeting humble and sincere— 

Though verse be rude and poor and mean— 
To you, the greatest as most dear— 

Victoria, by God’s grace Our Queen! 

Such greeting as should come from those 
Whose fathers faced the Sepoy hordes, 

Or served you in the Russian snows, 

And, dying, left their sons their swords. 

And some of us have fought for you 
Already in the Afghan pass— 

Or where the scarce-seen smoke-puffs flew 
From Boer marksmen in the grass; 
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And all are bred to do your will 
By land and sea—wherever flies 
The Flag, to fight and follow still, 

And work your Empire’s destinies. 

Once more we greet you, though unseen 
Our greeting be, and coming slow. 
Trust us, if need arise, O Queen, 

We shall not tarry with the blow! 
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The Duke. A new song, sirrah? 

First Minstrel. New as is new bread, 

Baked with the corn of yester-year, my lord: 
These fledgelings of the nest will try their pipes, 
And shrill it boldly in the same old tunes 
You hear on every woodland bough. 

Old Pl/y. 
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A VISION OF INDIA 
(tennyson) 

Mother India, wan and thin, 
Here is forage come your way; 
Take the young Civilian in, 

Kill him swiftly as you may. 


Smite him with the deadly breath 
From your crowded cities sped; 
Still the heart that beats beneath 
That girl’s picture o’er his bed. 


Brains that thought and lips that kissed, 
Mouldering under alien clay, 

Stir a stagnant Civil List, 

Help us on our upward way. 


(Ice the amber whisky-peg! 

Every man that yields to thee 
Gives his juniors each a leg, 

Shakes the sere Pagoda-Tree.) 

Well indeed we know your power, 
Goddess of our deep devotion. 
Who can grant us in an hour 
Steps of rapidest promotion. 


6i 



ECHOES 


Lurking in our daily grub, 

Where the untinned degchies 1 lie; 

Smiting gaily at the Club, 

O’er the card-room’s revelry. 

Chaperon to many a maid, 

Calling, when the music dies, 

To a stiller, deeper shade 
Than the dim-lit balconies. 

(Fill the long-necked glass with whisky 
Every man that owns thy sway 

Leaves a widow, mostly frisky, 

Makes the gossip of a day.) 

Brown and Jones and Smith shall die; 
We succeed to all their places, 

Bear the badge of slavery, 

Sunken eyes and pallid faces. 

Laughter that is worse than tears 
Is our portion in the land, 

And the tombstones of our peers 
Make the steps whereon we stand. 

1 Cooking-pots. 
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THE CITY OF THE HEART 
(longfellow) 

I passed through the lonely Indian town. 

Deep sunk ’twixt the walls of wheat. 

And the dogs that lived in the land came dovn 
And bayed at me in the street. 

But I struck with my dog-whip o’er nose and back 
Of the yelping, yellow crew, 

Till I cleared a pathway athwart the pack, 

And I and my horse went through. 

I passed through the streets of my haunted he irt, 
In the hush of a hopeless night; 

And from every gully a dog would start 
And bay my soul with affright. 

But I smote with the dog-whip of Work and Fact 
These evil beasts on the head, 

Till I made of my heart a wholesome tract, 

Empty and garnished. 
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THE INDIAN FARMER AT HOME 
(burns) 

Hoots ! toots! ayont, ahint, afore, 

The bleth’rin’ blast may blathe an’ blaw 
An’ shak’ my dhoti ; 1 
But I am canty, crouse, and full, 

An’ aiblins at my pipe I pull, 

Safe in my khoti 2 

I bang the gudewife wi’ my loof, 

And shak’ the dung-cakes fra’ the roof 
To feed the low; 

An’ gin my dinner crowds my pit , 1 
My wee bit baimies stamp it straight 
Wi’ joyous crow. 

What mair, I ask, could man desire 
Beyont his bit of bread an’ fire, 

An’ safe inves’ment 
O’ bawbees in a silver chain 
To guard against a day of rain 
Or raised assessment? 

1 Loin-cloth. 8 House. 8 Stomach. 
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THE FLIGHT OF THE BUCKET 
(browning) 

Pre-admonisheth the writer: 

H’m, for a subject it is well enough! 

Who wrote Sordello finds no subject tough. 

Well, Jack and Jill—God knows the life they led 
(The poet never told us, more’s the pity) 

Pent up in some damp kennel of their own, 

Beneath the hillside; but it once befell 
That Jack or Jill, niece, cousin, uncle, aunt 
(Some one of all the brood) would wash or scou r— 
Rinse out a cess-pit, swab the kennel floor, 

And water (liquor vitae, Lawson calls, 

But I—I hold by whisky. Never mind; 

I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings, sir, 

And missed the scrap o’ blue at buttonhole)— 

Spring water was the needful at the time. 

So they must climb the hill for’t. Well and good. 
We all climb hills, I take it, on some quest, 

Maybe for less than stinking (I forgot! 

I mean than wholesome) water.... Ferret out 
The rotten bucket from the lumber-shed, 

Weave ropes and splice the handle—off they go 
To where the cold spring bubbles up i’ the cleft. 

And sink the bucket brimful in the spate. 

Then downwards—hanging back? (You bet your life 
The girl’s share fell upon Jack’s shoulders.) Down, 
Down to the bottom—all but—trip, slip, squelch! 

65 


F 



ECHOES 


And guggle-guggle goes the bucketful 
Back to the earth, and Jack’s a broken head, 

And swears amid the heather, does our Jack. 

(A man would swear who watched both blood and 
bucket, 

One dripping down his forehead, t’other fled, 
Clinkety-tinkle, to the stones below, 

A good half-hour’s trudge to get it back.) 

Jack, therefore, as I said, exploded straight 
In brimstone-flavoured language. You, of course. 
Maintain he bore it calmly—not a bit. 

A good bucolic curse that rent the cliffs 
And frightened for a moment quaking Jill 
Out of the limp, unmeaning girl’s tee-hee 
That womankind delight in. . . . Here we end 
The first verse—there’s a deal to study in’t. 

• •••••» 

So much for Jack—but here’s a Fate above, 

A cosmic force that blunders into right, 

Just when the strained sense hints at revolution 
Because the world’s great fly-wheel runs aslant— 

And up go Jill’s red kibes. (You think I’m wrong; 
And Fate was napping at the time; perhaps 
You’re right.) We’ll call it Devil’s agency 
That sent the shrieking sister on her head. 

And knocked the tangled locks against the stones. 
Well, down went Jill, but wasn’t hurt. Oh, no! 

The Devil pads the world to suit his own, 

And packs the cards according. Down went Jill 
Unhurt. And Jack trots off to bed, poor brute, 

Fist welted into eyeball, mouth agape 
For yelling,—your bucolic always yells,— 
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And out of his domestic pharmacy 
Rips forth the cruet-stand, upsets the cat, 

And ravages the store-room for his balm. 

Eureka !—but he didn’t use that word— 

A pound of candles, corpse-like, side by side, 
Wrapped up in his medicament. Out, knife! 

Cut string, and strip the shrouding from the lot! 
Steep swift and jam it on the gaping cut; 

Then bedward—cursing man and fiends alike. 

Now back to Jill. She wasn’t hurt, I said, 

And all the woman’s spite was up in arms. 

So Jack’s abed. She slips, peeks through the doc r, 
And sees the split head like a luggage-label, 

Halved, quartered, on the pillow. ‘Ee-ki-ree, 
Tee-hee-hee-hee,’ she giggles through the crack 
Much as the Roman ladies grinned—don’t smile— 
To see the dabbled bodies in the sand 
Appealing to their benches for a sign. 

Down thumbs, and giggle louder—so did Jill. 

But mark now! Comes the mother round the door, 
Red-hot from climbing up the hill herself, 

And caught the graceless giggler. Whack! flack! 
whack! 

Here’s Nemesis whichever way you like! 

She didn’t stop to argue. Given a head 
Broken, a woman chuckling at the door, 

And here’s your circumstantial evidence complete. 
Whack! while Jack sniffs and sniggers from the bed. 
I like that horny-handed mother o’ Jill. 

The world’s best women died, sir, long ago. 

Well, Jack’s avenged; as for the other, gr-r-r-r! 
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LAOCOON 

(matthew Arnold) 

Under the shadow of Death, 
Under the stroke of the sword, 
Gain we our daily bread. 

Exile that hath no end, 

And the heaping up of our woes, 
Are given into our hand 
As the gifts of the Gods to men. 

Lo! in a leaguered town, 
Compassed by many foes, 

Weary citizens wait, 

Neither joyed nor afraid, 

The unseen doom of the shot— 
Only, at times, when a friend 
Falls from their side and is lost 
Out of his place on the wall, 

Lift they their hands aloft, 

Crying aloud to the Gods, 

The pitiless, far-off Gods: 

‘Spare us this last for a space— 
Not for ourselves, indeed, 

Seeing that this is our right, 

But for our children and wives!’ 

So, under Indian skies, 

Compassed by many ills, 

Weary workers abide, 
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Neither joyed nor afraid, 

Waiting the unseen doom. 

Only, at times, when a friend 
Falls at their side and is lost 
Out of his place in their life, 

Lift they their hearts aloft, 

Crying aloud: ‘If a God 
Govern the ways of men, 

Spare us this last for a space— 

Not for ourselves, indeed, 

Seeing that this is our right, 

But for our children and wives!’ 

Neither joyed nor afraid 
Of the snakes of circumstance,— 
The marble snakes of mishap 
That girdle our fleshly limbs,— 
We of the East abide: 

But if at times our souls, 

Being broken by ills, 

Blench and are sorely disturbed,— 
Not for ourselves, indeed 
(Seeing that this is our right), 

But for our children and wives,— 
Shall we be judged as afraid 
By our complaining, O God? 
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NURSERY RHYMES 
FOR LITTLE ANGLO-INDIANS 

Hush-a-by, Baby, 

In the veranda! 

When the sun drops 
Baby may wander. 

When the hot weather comes 
Baby will die— 

With a fine pukka 1 tomb 
In the ce-me-te-ry. 

1 Permanent. 


I had a little husband 
Who gave me all his pay. 

I left him for Mussoorie, 

A hundred miles away. 

I dragged my little husband’s name 
Through heaps of social mire. 
And joined him in October, 

As good as you’d desire. 


See-saw, Justice and Law, 

The Raiyats shall have a new master. 

And the Zemindar ain’t allowed to distraint 
Because they can’t pay any faster. 
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Sing a Song of Sixpence, 
Purchased by our lives— 

Decent English gentlemen 
Roasting with their wives 

In the plains of India, 

Where like flies they die. 

Isn’t that a wholesome risk 
To get our living by? 

The fever’s in the Jungle, 

The typhoid’s in the tank, 

And men may catch the cholera 
Apart from social rank; 

And Death is in the garden, 
A-waiting till we pass, 

For the Krait is in the drain-pipe. 
The Cobra in the grass! 


With a lady flirt a little— 

’Tis manners so to do. 

Of a lady speak but little— 
’Tis safest so to do. 

* 

Jack’s own Jill goes up to the Hill 
Of Murree or Chakrata. 

Jack remains, and dies in the Plains, 
And Jill remarries soon arter. 
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Mary, Mary, quite contrary. 

Where do your subalterns go? 

For love is brief and the next ‘relief’ 
Will scatter them all like snow. 
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TOBACCO 

(keats) 

Sweet is the Rose’s scent—Tobacco’s smell 
Is sweeter; wherefore let me charge again. 
Old blackened meerschaum, I have loved thee 
well 

From youth, when smoke brought sick ness 
in its train. 

Foolish I was: Manilas I disdained, 

And cigarettes to Burmas did prefer, 

And even spumed Havana’s fragrant j >y; 
But now my mind is pained, 

In that my smoking days I did defer, 

Nor knew this pleasure when I was a boy. 
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APPROPRIATE VERSES ON AN ELEGANT 
LANDSCAPE 

(cowper) 

The fields were upholstered with poppies so red, 
And black as my hat was each rook; 

And the hedges were bordered, like quilts on a bed, 
With the bombazine braid of the brook. 

And I thought to myself, with an auctioneer’s smirk, 
As I gazed on the freehold so rare: 

‘O Lord, if on Earth these chaste shows are Thy work, 
Of what is the Kingdom up there?’ 
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HIS CONSOLATION 
(browning) 

So be it; you give me my release, 

And let me go. Yes, I am free. 

But think you that a love will cease 
By bidding merely? Can yon sea 
Stop at die tide’s increase? 

You hold the matter ended, then? 

Are right if you begin anew? 

You turn your eyes on other men. 

Can that fai t cut my love from you, 

If you win one or ten? 

Your words count nothing, since your soul 
Is mine—as you will find at last, 

When you have finished out the whole 
Of life, and stare at me aghast, 

Waiting you at the goal. 

You cannot, cannot understand? 

Go forward, then. The time will be 
When, lip to lip and hand to hand, 

By some far-distant planet’s sea 
We meet—and I command. 
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THE CURSING OF STEPHEN " 
(tennyson) 

I turned the pages of the baby’s book, 

I hung with children on the rocking-horse, 

And shook the rattle till it rang again; 

And, while I gambolled ’mid these buds of youth, 

I shaped the nursery legend into this:— 

King Stephen, o’er the castled battlement 
That frowned above the fir-copse and the lake, 
Looked downward on his people and beheld 
The many-mouthed nation call on him 
Who was a worthy peer. The pine-woods rang, 

In slumb’rous thunder to the girdling sea, 

With ‘Worthy peer’; and, down the long white street, 
Green-shuttered cots re-echoed: ‘Worthy peer.’ 

But in the great King’s bosom pain was lord, 

And ’neath his brows the royal eyeball burnt, 

As dying brands bum on the wasted hearth 
When those that tend them slumber. Slowly first 
The hot words brake beneath the bearded lips, 

And the mailed hand slid backward to the throne 
Whereon the King was seated. As some dam 
In spring bursts down the wall and whelms the vale, 
So broke the King’s ‘Damn’ o’er the silent Court, 
And stilled the Jester into utter peace. 

And all the courtiers wondered where they sate 
‘What ails King Stephen!’ Then the great King spoke, 
As Saul had spoken in the shrouded tent, 

Before the Son of Jesse soothed his soul 
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With sackbut and with psaltery: ‘Woe is me! 

Sin creeps upon our servants at the board, 

And in my royal palace find we sin— 

At first among the lowest; being low, 

They sin as brutes, in brutal, bestial wise. 

But ever upward curls the flame of sin, 

Infecting e’en the highest. Lust of gain, 

That spareth not the person of the King, 

Hath fallen upon us, and behold I go 
To fi gh t corr upti on^ though I lose my life; 

Not loving life, but rather fearing death 
With life’s corruption on my parting soul. 

Pray for me, O my courtiers!’ And they wail© I, 
Those bearded rulers of the fosse and field, 

Great princes of the Plough-tail, for the King; 

And sorrow hung about the sobbing Court, 

And that great charger squealed like any she. 

So, in the twilight, passed the King away 
Adown the long white street, all armed and mailed. 
Past dune and wind-swept hedgerow, till he reached 
A low-built cottage by the roaring sea, 

Wherein one sat for ever at a board, 

Cross-legged, and drave the needle to and fro, 
Through silk and samite, miniver and lawn, 

As swine in autumn pierce the fallen mast 
For forage with their keen, white, curved tusks; 

And evermore the singer sang his song, 

And through the windows Stephen heard the strain:— 

‘A Devil and a Tailor, fiend and man, 

That were at strife since first the world began— 
Read me my riddle’s reading as you can. 
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‘A Tailor and a Devil—man and sprite. 

Black as black thread was one—the other white 
As doth that clothes the great King’s limbs at night. 

‘The Devil and the Tailor. Silk and thread, 

O primrose miniver! O samite red, 

That drapes the curtains of the great King’s bed! 

‘For men must clothe their nakedness, and I, 

For credit or for cash, give swift supply 
Of woven gauds and broidered bravery.’ 

And then the voice ceased suddenly within. 

Because the charger whinnied through the dusk, 
And shook the windows of the crazy cot. 

Whereon, with eyelids shaded, and huge shears 
Slung swordwise at his side, the churl advanced. 
And saw the great King’s shadow on the door, 

But made no reverence, as befits a churl 
In royal presence, only, from his breast. 

Dragged forth a store of papers, tape, and thread, 
And murmured: ‘Credit is the thief of time! 

My gold. King Stephen, for the doublet gay, 

For hose and baldric, now some three months old, 
And for the broidered cloak upon thy back— 

My gold, King Stephen!’ But the blameless King 
Drew swiftly from his scabbard that which pays 
All debts in one; and at the great blade’s light 
The churl fled backward to the cottage door, 

And Stephen spake in this wise to the churl:— 

‘I, being King, an I had cleft thy form 
From chin to chine, had sullied my good sword 
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With useless slaughter of a ninth-part man; 

And I am come in sorrow, not in wrath, 

To judge thee for thy treason ’gainst the King; 

Our noble Order has no thought of guile 
To me or mine—my menials know no sin, 

And all my people are a sinless folk, 

Content with little save the gifts of God 
And my exceeding glory. Only thou, i 
Misled by lust of gold, hast fallen in sin— 

The deadlier, being self-conceived: for sin ! 
Caught by contagion (as the dove’s red foot 
Is soiled by mire) is a lesser fault 
Than crime self-centred in a single breast 
And bred in isolation. I, thy King, 

Have worn the garments of a spotless life, 

And also (since the world desires more 
For human limbs) some garments made by thee; 
And these were hose and doublet, as thou sayest, 
And also breeches for my lower limbs, 

And in these breeches lieth all thy sin: 

Rapine and greed, and interest sought on bills, 

And monthly increment of silver coin 
Charged for the lapse of time—which is God’s act, 
Nor any handiwork of thine, O churl; 

And thou, being void of shame, hast written down 
The cost of these same breeches that I wear 
At usury and interest, sinful churl, 

And I adjudge the cost exorbitant 

By six round pence. Behold!’ and here his hand 

Slid backward to the cantle of his selle, 

And grasped the spacious garment that he wore 
In kingly wrath. ‘Behold die size of it! 
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The airy effluence of fold on fold, 

And mazy complications of the seat. 

Between the saddle and my royal flesh, 

Chafed to a gall thereby. This is thy work— 
Large and ill-fitting as the wrinkled buds 
That hide the larches’ children in the spring. 
Thank, therefore, such vile stars as saw thy birth 
That silver and not steel discharge the debt. . . . 
Yet Lancelot falls to his own love again. 

And tailors reel into the ninth-part beast 
And wholly vermin—and my speech, I fear. 

Falls deadly on dull ears that can but catch 
The clink of shears and silver. Wherefore, churl, 
I am resolved to curse thee—not in wrath, 

For wrath is alien to the minds of kings, 

But for remembrance’ sake, and, ere I go, 

I call thee—out of sorrow, not in wrath— 

I, Stephen, call thee Lown .’ And all the weald 
Shuddered at Stephen’s curse, and far at sea 
The fishes shivered, though they knew not why; 
And homeward-flying crows forgot to call 
At sound of the King’s curse. And he, the churl, 
Shrank as the beetle shrinks beneath the pin 
When village children stab him in their sport, 
And, logwise, rolled before the charger’s feet; 
And Stephen came to his own Court again. 
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JANE SMITH 
(wordsworth) 

I journeyed, on a winter’s day, 

Across the lonely wold; 

No bird did sing upon the spray, 

And it was very cold. 

I had a coach with horses four, 

Three white (though one was black), 

And on they went the common o’er, 
Nor swiftness did they lack. 

A little girl ran by the side, 

And she was pinched and thin. 

‘Oh, please, sir, do give me a ride! 

I’m fetching mother’s gin.’ 

‘Enter my coach, sweet child,’ said I; 
‘For you shall ride with me, 

And I will get you your supply 
Of mother’s eau-de-vie.’ 

The publican was stem and cold, 

And said: ‘Her mother’s score 

Is writ, as you shall soon behold, 
Behind the bar-room door!’ 

I blotted out the score with tears, 

And paid the money down, 

8i 
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And took the maid of thirteen years 
Back to her mother’s town; 

And though the past with surges wild 
Fond memories may sever, 

The vision of that happy child 
Will leave my spirit never! 
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NURSERY IDYLS 

(christina rossetti’s sing - song ) 

A little sigh, a little shiver— 

And that means liver. 

A little liver when June is nigh, 

And then we die. 

* 

Daffodils in English fields 
And breezes in the clover; 

But here’s a sun would strike you dea d 
Seven times over! 

Cook’s tourist comes and goes— 

He is but a rover, 

While I watch the burning sun 
Turn over and over. 

And I dream of daffodils 
And the breezy clover; 

Turning on my little bed, 

Over and over. 

* 

In England elm-leaves fall 
When winter winds blow keen, 

But the Indian jfipal 1 
Is always gay and green. 

1 Fig-tree. 
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Ne’er in rain or sunshine 
Leaf or blossom dies— 

But I’d give the world for an English elm 
Under English skies! 

★ 

Here’s a mongoose 
Dead in the sluice 
Of the bath-room drain. 

How was he slain? 

He must have lain 
Days, it is plain. .. . 

Stopper your nose, 

Throw him out to the crows. 

★ 

Tara Chand is the gardener’s mate, 

And labours late and early; 

But Dunni is my pony’s sais , 1 
And steals the golden barley. 

Golden barley, roses red, 

Rejoice in your morning beauty! 

For I have broken Tara’s head, 

And given Dunni chuti 2 

1 Groom. 2 His dismissal. 
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SONNET 

ON BEING REJECTED OF ONES HORSE 
(WILFRID BLUNT) 

Give me my rein, my sais ! Give me my rein ! 

I have a need of it, an absolute need, 

To climb upon that bounding back again 
And curb the bad, mad gambols of my ste id. 

’Tis strange we are thus parted—by no lust 
Of mine, but rather blind, unwearied force 
That worked upon the sinews of my horse 
And drove me from him, howling in the dust. 

Now he is neither gentle, kind, nor quiet, 

And strives (though vainly) to outleap his girth, 
While right and left the armed hooves are hurled. 
O Destrier! bethink thee that this riot 
Shall, in the end, bring neither rest nor mirth. . . . 
Only the heaviest bit in all the world! 
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KOPRA-BRAHM 

(EMERSON) 

C osmic force and Cawnpo re leather 
Hold my walking-hoots together? 

All the gnomes of Under-earth 
Travailed at my tie-pin’s birth. 
Myriad dryads, nude and quick, 

Brake for me my walking-stick, 
Breathing still in every knot 
Of the Javan bamboo-plot. 

Brotherly, where’er I go, 

Sheep regard my paletot, 

And the silkworm thrills to note 
How his fathers warm my throat. 
Atropos, with iron shears, 

Cut the cap that guards my ears. 

Thus Alphonso’s mind can see 
In each garment Deity. 

And though loose the trousers’ fit, 
Nature’s forces fashioned it. 
Wherefore, steads it not to see 
Tailor’s work critically, 

But, with wide-embracing mind, 

Gaze at them before, behind. 

Since, beyond his needful clothes, 
Something more each man-soul owes, 
Brahma shall endue thy shirt, 

(With thy belt is Zeus engirt), 

And the tread of either sole 
Waken echoes round the Pole! 
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THE SUDDER BAZAR 

The motive that calls for my ditty 
Is to tell you how many things are 
To be found on the road to the city, 

Which we call it the Sudder Bazar. 

When the Mission bell’s tinkling insistence v 
Has ceased, thn mgh the dust-laden air 
Comes the call fn im the Mosque in the dist ince— 
The call of the Faithful to prayer. 

Unmoved, though the world fall asunder, » 

The voice of tho muezzin you hear, 

While our guns, in the citadel under, ! 

Are booming for Tel-el-Kebir. 

With an eye to where offal and meat lie. 

The kite circles near and afar, 

And the pie-dog sleeps calmly and sweetly 
In the dust of the Sudder Bazar. 

And the wrinkled old sweet-seller squats there. 
With his daughters (two two-year-old houris), 
And his sweetmeats in baskets and pots there, 
And his bank, a fat bag full of cowries. 

There the Kabuli horse-dealers swagger 
In sheepskins—the skinny side out— 

And jostle the Deccan q uail-ba gger 
And the pleader’s ubiquitous tout. 
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Staid bulls, much beloved of the Brahmin, 

Stroll round, taking food as they go; 

And the cat shares its meal with that ‘varmin,’ 
The bottomless-pit-coloured crow; 

While the ekka ( a tea-tray on whe els, dear) 

Flies past, as the occupants sit, ~~ 

(Since a pony, you know, never feels, dear). 

All five tugging hard at the bit; 

And the wicked wee tats with a coat of 
Fluffed wool (brought down south in the hope 

Of a sale), like the man Swinburne wrote of, 
‘Kick heels with their neck in a rope’; 

Disturbing the marriage procession 
And its cohort of tom-tomming men. 

And the bridegroom’s sublime self-possession— 
That dusky young husband of tern. 

In the midst of this turmoil pell-mell met, 

You may catch from the spot where you stand 

Some glimpse of T. Atkins’s helmet— 

The power that governs the land. 

And these are a few of the faces 
Of strangers come in from afar, 

Of the olla podrida of races 
That seethes in the Sudder Bazar; 

Some notes from the gamut of face-tints. 

That ranges through yellow to tar— 
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The pavement mosaic of race-tints, 

That mottles the Sudder Bazar. 

But what do I care for their faces, 

For the Jat, the fakir, or the Sikh, 

When here, in these populous places, 

I meet ninety thousand a week? 

Oh, give me the wet walks of London, 

And a tramp with my sweetheart as vi ill, 

And our ‘Power in the East’ may be unc one, / 
And the Sudder Bazar go to. . . . Wei, 

So this is the reason, my dearest, 

When I walk where those infidels are, 

That I bang the small boy who stands ne irest, ^ 
And flee from the Sudder Bazar. 
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COMMONPLACES 

(heine) 

Rain on the face of the sea, 

Rain on the sodden land, 

And the window-pane is blurred with rain 
As I watch it, pen in hand. 

Mist on the face of the sea, 

Mist on the sodden land, 

Filling the vales as daylight fails, 

And blotting the desolate sand. 

Voices from out of the mist, 

Calling to one another: 

‘Hath love an end, thou more than friend, 
Thou dearer than ever brother?’ 

Voices from out of the mist, 

Calling and passing away; 

But I cannot speak, for my voice is weak, 
And . . . this is the end of my lay. 
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QUAERITUR 

(swinburne) 

Dawn that disheartens the desolate dunes, 

Dullness of day as it bursts on the beach, 
Sea-wind that shrillest the thinnest of tunes, 

What is the wisdom thy wailings would te tch? 
Far, far away, down the foam-frescoed reach 
Where ravening rocks cleave the crest of tl e seas, 
Sigheth the sound * <f thy sonorous speech, 

As grey gull and guillemot gather their fee*; 
Taking toll of the beasts that are bred in th: seas. 


Foam-flakes fly farther than faint eyes can follow— 
Drop down the desolate dunes and are done; 
Fleeter than foam-flowers flitteth the Swallow, 

Sheer for the sweets of the South and the Sun. 
What is thy tale, O thou treacherous Swallow? 

Sing me thy secret, Beloved of the Skies, 

That I may gather my garments and follow— 

Flee on the path of thy pinions and rise 
Where strong storms cease and the weary wind dies. 


Lo! I am bound with the chains of my sorrow; 

Swallow, swift Swallow, ah, wait for a while! 
Stay but a moment—it may be to-morrow 
Chains shall be severed and sad souls shall smile! 
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Only a moment—a mere minute’s measure— 

How shall it hurt such a swift one as thou? 

Pitiless Swallow, full flushed for thy pleasure, 

Canst thou not even one instant allow 
To weaker-winged wanderers? Wait for me now 
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LONDON TOWN 

There’s no God in London, 

Weary, wicked London. 

For, look you, I’ve lost my friend— 
Lost her in London. 

My heart’s best friend 
Is astray in London, 

Your terrible London! 

You’ve miles of granite streets 
In stony London; 

And millions toiling in London, 
Crowded London; 

But I cannot find my friend, 

My poor lost friend, 

For the tumult and traffic of London, 
Pitiless London! 

It’s cruel seeking in London, 
Boundless London, 

For a face that’ll never come— 

For the face of a friend, 

The face of my lost, lost friend, 

Lost in London. 

There’s no God in London, 

Your terrible London! 


93 



ECHOES 


HIMALAYAN 

(JOAQUIN MILLER) 

Now the land is ringed with a circle of fire, 
Burnt with the fire and dead with drouth, 
And the bare, brown fields hold the heat of 
Hell- 

Wherefore, I tell you, once and for all, 

Fly with the speed of a hot desire; 

Fly from the land that is parched and dead, 
To Simla or Murree or Naini Tal, 

With a limber lunkah 1 thrust in your mouth, 
And a solah-topee to guard your head, 

And a tat beneath you can trust to chel . 2 


For the hills look down on the burnt plains under, 
And the great green mountains are good to 
see— 

Fair to behold and sweet to gain; 

They are capped with the snow and cooled with 
the rain, 

Cooled with the tears of the wailing thunder. 
Wherefore, I tell you, mount and ride, 

Till the spurs are red and the whip-hand tires, 
And the saddle is broken across the tree— 

Till your spurs are red in your horse’s side— 

Fly from the heat of our summer fires! 

1 Cheroot. 2 Go. 
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The sky is lead and our faces are red, 

And the winds of Hell are loosened and driven, 
And the gates of Hell are opened and riven, 

And the dust flies up in the face of Heaven, 

And the clouds come down in a fiery sheet, 

Heavy to raise and hard to be borne. 

And the mind of man is turned from his neat— 
Turned from the trifles for which he hs s striven, 
Sick in his body, and heavy-hearted; 

And his soul flics up like the dust in the st reet— 
Flies from his flesh and is gone and departed, 

As the blast that they blow on the choli ra-horn. 

Wherefore, I say, while life remains, 

While the knees can grip and the right hai d flog, 
Fly with the speed of a parted lover 
From the heated heavens that cloak and cover 
The burning heat of the bare, brown plains. 

Flee to the mountains, once and for all— 

To the calm, cool rains and the drifting fog, 

To the rains that cool and the clouds that hover 
O’er Simla, Murree, or Naini Tal! 
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OUR LADY OF MANY DREAMS 

We pray to God, and to God it seems 
Our prayers go heavenward; 

But She, our Lady of many Dreams, 

Keepeth a secret guard, 

And by virtue of every vow we vowed, 

And by every oath we sware, 

Is all our worship disallowed, 

And She taketh toll of the prayer. 

God is above, but She below, 

Instant and very fair. 

And the stroke of the sword is Hers by right, 
And every stroke of the pen, 

And the brain and the tongue and the muscles’ 
might, 

For She ruleth divers men; 

And the brutal strength is consecrate 
To Her service and Her will, 

And the writer labours early and late. 

And the felon doeth ill. 

God is above, but She below, 

That we labour, or write, or kill. 

In a secret shrine, far out of sight, 

Seen by no other eyes, 

Lieth our Lady day and night 
(Marvellous fair and wise); 

For Her shrine is set in a heart’s red throne 
By our pulse’s fall and rise, 
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And we pray to Her, and to Her is known 
All good that in us lies. 

God is above, but She below 
Compelleth our destinies. 

Whether our Lady be gently bred. 

Or sprung of the city’s sin; 

Whether Her dress be silk or thread, 

Or Her cheeks be full or thin; 

Whether Her hair be black or gold. 

Or brown, or blanched, or grey; 

Whether our Lady be young or old. 

Is only one that can say— 

And he is both Priest and Worshipper 
Whose eyes are turned on my lay! 
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A MURDER IN THE COMPOUND 

At the wall’s foot a smear of fly-flecked red— 
Discoloured grass wherefrom the wild bees flee. 
Across the pathway to the flower-bed, 

The dark stream struggles forward, lazily, 
Blackened by that fierce fervour overhead 
She does not heed, to whom the noontide glare 
And the flies’ turmoil round her livid lips 
Are less account than that green puddle where, 

Just out of reach, the turbid water slips 
Between the com-ridge and the siris 1 trees. . . . 

The crows are gathered now, and peer and glance 
Athwart the branches, and no passer sees, 

When life’s last flicker leaves her countenance, 
How, merrily, they drop down, one by one, 

To that gay-tinted bundle in the sun. 

1 Acacia. 
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‘’WAY DOWN THE RAVI RIVER’ 

I wandered by the riverside, 

To gaze upon the view, 

And watched the Alligator glide 
After the dead Hindu, 

Who stank and sank beneath the tide, 
Then rose and stank anew. 

The evening dews were falling fast, 

The damp, unwholesome dew; 

The river rippled ’neath the blast, 

The black i row roostward flew; 

And swift the Alligator passed 
In chase of his Hindu. 

And, from the margin of the tide, 

I watched the twain that fled— 

The Alligator, scaly-thighed, 

Close pressed the flying dead, 

Who gazed, with eyeballs opened wide, 
Upward, but nothing said. 

And many a time at eventide, 

As night comes on anew, 

I think upon the riverside 
Where, gazing on the view, 

I watched the Alligator glide 
After the dead Hindu. 
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AMOUR DE VOYAGE 

And I was a man who could write you rhyme 
(Just so much for you—nothing more), 

And you were the woman I loved for a time— 
Loved for a litde, and nothing more. 

We shall go our ways when the voyage is o’er. 
You with your beauty and I with my rhymes, 
With a dim remembrance rising at times 
(Only a memory, nothing more) 

Of a lovely face and some worthless rhymes. 

Meantime till our comedy reaches its end 
(Its comic ending, arid nothing more) 

I shall live as your lover who loved as a friend— 
Shall swear true love till life be o’er. 

And you, you must make believe and attend. 

As the steamer throbs from shore to shore. 

And so, we shall pass the time for a little 
(Pass it in pleasure, and nothing more), 

For vows, alas! are sadly britde, 

And each may forget the oaths that we swore. 
And have we not loved for an age, an age? 

And was I not yours from shore to shore? 
From landing-stage to landing-stage 
Did I not worship and kneel and adore? 

And what is a month in love but an age? 

And who in their senses would wish for more? 
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FAILURE 

One brought Her Fire from a distant place, 

And She—what should She know of it?—She took 
His offering with the same untroubled look 
Of peace upon Her face. 

‘And I have brought it of my best,’ quoth he, 
‘By barren deserts and a frozen land. 

"What recompense ?’ She could not understan 1, 

But let the bright light be. 

‘A kindly gift,’ the answer broke at length 
‘A kindly gift. We thank you. What is this 
That fiercer than all household fire is, 

And gathereth in strength? 

‘Strange fires? Take them hence with you, O sir! 
Presage of coming woe we dimly feel.’ 

Sudden She crushed the embers ’neath Her heel,— 
And all light went with Her. 
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HOW THE DAY BROKE 
(drawing-room song) 

The night was very silent, and the moon was going 
down, 

And the winds of dawn were chilling all the sea. 

The full tide turned in silver o’er the ridge’s length of 
brown, 

When a little muffled figure left the dim-seen, sleep¬ 
ing town 

By the white road that leadeth to the sea. 

The night was very silent, and the tide was falling 
fast, 

And the dawn was breaking dimly o’er the sea; 

The early boats like shadows with their lanterns 
flitted past, 

And the little muffled figure by the sand-hills stayed 
at last, 

Where the waste land opens on the sea. 

The night is well-nigh ended, and the moon has gone 
to rest 

And the winds of dawn are lashing all the sea. 

But the weariness is over and the doubt is all con¬ 
fessed, 

And hope is re-arisen and the wrong is all redressed, 

As the little muffled figure lays her head upon his 
breast 

Who has waited for her coming by the sea. 
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HOW THE DAY BROKE 

The night is passed and done with, and the day is cold 
and white 

As the loosed winds riot o’er the sea, 

But the woe is passed and done with as a shadow of 
the night. 

And the little muffled figure flitteth, singing, out of 
sight 

To the fishing-toivn that faces on the sea. 
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A LOCKED WAY 

‘Open the Gate! 

The dawn is very near at hand. 

My eyes are heavy, I have wandered late. 

And trod the white road from a distant land 
That stretches ’neath the stars. Open the Gate!’ 

‘What good is it? 

I set the heavy bars up long ago. 

The lock is rusted; I have lost the key. 

How should I open to my overthrow? 

O Youth’s love, what have I to do with thee?’ 

‘Open the Gate! 

The night is passing—thou mayest see it pass. 
Behold, the upland hills are tipped with fire! 

The dawn-winds blow across the upland grass. 
The cocks crow. Open thou, my heart’s desire?’ 

‘That will not I. 

This is no true daybreak my sad eyes see. 

How shall I open? Broadens not one whit 
The white light that so often mocked me. 
How shall I open to a lying cry? 

What good is it?’ 

‘Open the Gate? 

The night is truly ended, O my dear! 

My feet are bleeding! I am sick to death! 

Open the Gate! God’s own red sun is here! 
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A LOCKED WAY 


The shadows flee, and the land quickeneth. 
O Love, for Pity, open thou the Gate! 

‘Nay, then—for ruth 
I open. I have little love for thee. 

And I am sorely changed since our youth. 
And there is little beauty left in me. . . . 
For Pity have I opened . . . but, in trt th, 

I . . . had . . . not . . . thought ... vith 
Pity . . . Love might be!’ 
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LAND-BOUND 

Run down to the sea, O River, 

Haste thee down to the sea— 

To the foaming strife at the Bar 
Where the grey breakwaters are, 

And the buoys roll merrily 
In the dip and heave of the sea 
Coming over the Bar. 

Bear me with thee, O River— 

On the rush of thy flood to the sea— 
I am sick of this smooth, green land; 

I long for the breeze off the sand. 
Take me away with thee 
To the shifting face of the sea, 

And the low, wind-bitten strand. 

Bear me swiftly, O River, 

My heart is athirst for the sea,— 

To the dotted herring-floats 
And the brown, tar-fragrant boats, 
And the little wave-washed quay— 

I am sick of hedgerow and tree, 

And the hills in their stifling coats. 


106 



THE BALLAD OF THE KING’S DAUGHTER 


THE BALLAD OF THE KING’S DAUGHTER 
(old ballad) 

‘If my Love come to me over the water, 

Lowly bom, and the King stood by, 

How should I greet him, a Monarch’s dai ghter, 
Coldly, strangely, and haughtily? 

‘If my Love come to me over the land, 

Lowly born, and the King stood by, 

Should I kiss him, or give him a frozen h. nd, 
Coldly, strangely, and haughtily?’ 

Many came to her over the water, 

Princes all, and the King stood by; 

But she gave them the scorn of a Monarch’s 
daughter. 

Coldly, strangely, and haughtily. 

Many came to her over the land, 

Princes all, and the King stood by; 

But she gave them to kiss a frozen hand, 
Coldly, strangely, and haughtily. 

There came to her one from over the water, 
Lowly born, and the King stood by; 

And the warm blood flushed through the 
Monarch’s daughter, 

And lo! she fell on his neck with a cry. 
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Many there be by land and water, 

(Wait and watch ye patiently) 

That gave their love to a Monarch’s daughter, 
That bound their heart in the days gone by. 

Hope is little by land or water. 

Wait and watch ye patiendy. 

* Gold wins not a Monarch’s daughter. 

Neither jewels nor bravery. 

Get ye fame by land and water. 

That your name live and do not die. 

And ye win the love of a Monarch’s 
daughter. . . . 

Litde of blessing comes thereby. 
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HOW THE GODDESS AWAKENED 

Where the reveller laid him, drunk with wine, 
At the foot of my marble pedestal. 

They are wailing aloud; they call me divine— 
Wherefore is it on me that they call? 

What have I done for the men of this ci y, 
For the pallid folk who bend at the shrine 
And call upon me: ‘ Maid Divine, 

Mother of Sorrows, have thou pity!’? 

What can I tell of their joy or woe— 

I, who was fashioned long ago 
By the olive slopes of the marble city. 
Where green leaves hid the temple wall? 
Wherefore is it on me that they call: 

*Mother of Jesus, have thou pity!’? 

What should I know of sorrow—I? 

How should I listen tenderly? 

Sorrow was not in the old white city; 

But laughter and love and men and wine , 

In the temple below me that was mine. 

Who am I, that should give them pity 
As, row upon row, they call on my shrine: 

‘Mother of Sorrows, Maid Divine , 

Spotless Virgin, have thou pity!’? 

They brought me forth from under the mould 
(For I, too, fell with my city’s fall), 
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They gave my hands a cross to hold, 

They cramped my limbs in cloth of gold, 

And set me up to be seen of all. 

They came and bowed themselves at my shrine. 
These strange, pale folk of the dreary city. 
And called upon me: * Mother Divine, 

Mother of Sorrows, have thou pity!’ 

I fain would be where I once have been, 

Where the nude limbs flashed through the vine- 
leaves green. 

Where I heard the sound of the summer sea 
Far off, and warriors came to me, 

And hung their arms the boughs between— 
Strong shapes, and I was held their queen. 

These men would surely welcome me 
With that wild song I knew so well 
Before my marble city fell— 

Before the foemen took the city 
(Before I bowed myself and fell), 

Before they brought me here to dwell, 

These men that know not of my city, 

And set me in an alien shrine, 

And called upon me: ‘Maid Divine, 

Mother of Sorrows, have thou pity!’ 

And, in those days, I saw the Sun, 

My brother, greet me in the mom. 

But now I see not any one 
Of those I know, while folk forlorn 
Flock round me, calling on a name 
I know not, and they give it me. 
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HOW THE GODDESS AWAKENED 

I, foam-bom, risen from the sea, 

My names were many in the city 
Of marble, but this is not mine: 

‘Mother of Sorrows, Maid Divine, 

Spotless Virgin, have thou pity!’ 

And, in those years, the stars were bright, 
And all the nigTiTwas full of love; 

But now I see not any light, 

Save what from meagre slits above 
Slopes downward on my forehead white. 

I would that 1 could turn and move 
And visit mine own loved city, 

And hear the laughter as of old. 

And see the wafers touched with gold 
Far off, and feel against my knees 
The boy’s warm cheek. Then should I know 
Mine own old happiness and ease. 

But here there is no sound save woe: 

‘Holy Virgin, Mother Divine, 

Bend we low at thy sacred shrine. 

Mother of Jesus, have thou pity!’ 
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THE MAID OF THE MEERSCHAUM 
(swinburne) 

Nude nymph, when from Neuberg’s I led her 
In velvet enshrined and encased, 

When with rarest Virginia I fed her, 

And pampered each maidenly taste 
On ‘Old Judge’ and ‘Lone Jack’ and brown 
‘Bird’s-eye,’ 

The best that a mortal might get— 

Did she know how, from whiteness of curds, I 
Should turn her to jet? 

She was blond and impassive and stately 
When first our acquaintance began, 

When she smiled from the pipe-bowl sedately 
On the ‘Stunt’ who was scarcely a man. 

But lahuntur anni fugaces. 

And changed in due season were we. 

For she wears the blackest of faces, 

And I’m a D.C. 1 

Unfailing the comfort she gave me 
In the days when I owned to a heart, 

When the charmers that used to enslave me 
For Home or the Hills would depart. 

She was Polly or Agnes or Kitty 
(Whoever pro tem. was my flame). 

And I found her most ready to pity, 

And—always the same. 

1 Deputy-Commissioner. 



THE MAID OF THE MEERSCHAUM 

At dawn, when the pig broke from cover. 
At noon, when the pleaders were met. 

She clung to the lips of her lover 
As never live maiden did yet; 

At the Bund, when I waited the far light 
That brought me my mails o’er the maiti- 
At night, when the tents, in the starlight. 
Showed white on the plain. 

And now, though each finely cut feature 
Is flattened and polished away, 

I hold her the loveliest creature 

That ever was fashioned from clay. 

Let an epitaph thus, then, be wrought for 
Her tomb, when the smash shall arrive: - - 
‘Hie jacet the life’s love I bought for 
Rupees twenty-five.’ 
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ESTUNT THE GRIFF 
(william morris) 

Argument: Showing how a man of England, hearing 
from certain Easterlings of the glories of their land, sets sail 
to rule it. 

And so unto the End of Graves came he, 

Where nigh the staging, ready for the sea, 

Oarless and sailless lay the galley’s bulk, 

Albeit smoke did issue from the hulk 
And fell away, across the marshes dun, 

Into the visage of the wan-white sun. 

And seaward ran the river, cold and grey, 

Bearing the brown-sailed Eastland boats away 
’Twixt the low shore and shallow sandy spit. 

^ Yet he, being sad, took little heed of it, 

But straightly fled toward the misty beach, 

And hailed in choked and swiftly spoken speech 
A shallop, that for men’s conveyance lay 
Hard by the margin of that watery way. 

! Then many that were in like evil plight— 

Sad folk, with drawn, dumb Ups and faces white, 
That writhed themselves into a hopeless smile— 
Crowded the shallop, making feint the while 
Of merriment and pleasure at that tide, 

Though oft upon the laughers’ lips there died 
The jest, and in its place there came a sigh, 

So that men gat but little good thereby. 

And, shivering, clad themselves about with furs. 
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ESTUNT THE GRIFF 


Strange faces of the swarthy outlanders 
Looked down upon the shallop as she threw 
The sullen waters backward from her screw 
And, running forward for some little space, 
Stayed featly at the galley’s mounting-place, 
Where slowly these sad-faced landsmen went 
Crabwise and evil-mouthed with discontent, 
Holding to sodden rope and rusty chain 
And bulwark that w as wetted with the rain: 

For ’neath their feet the black bows rose and i ill. 
Nor might a man w alk steadfastly or well 
Who had not hand upon a rail or rope; 

And Estunt turned him landward, and wanho; >e, 
Grew on his spirit a> an evil mist, ; 

Thinking of loving lips his bps had kissed 
An hour since, and how those lips were sweet 
An hour since, far otf in Fenchurch Street. 

Then, with a deep-drawn breath most like a sigh, 
He watched the empty shallop shoreward hie; 
Then turned him round the driving rain to face, 
And saw men heave the anchor from its place, 
Whereat, when by the river-mouth, the ship 
Began, amid the waters’ strife, to dip. 

His soul was heaved between his jaws that day, 
And to the East the good ship took her way. 



ECHOES 


CAVALIERE SERVENTE 

A lady laments the loss of her lover under the similitude 
of a lap-dog. 

Alas for me, who loved my bow-wow well! 

So well I loved him that methought his heart 
Would never from my beauty’s rule depart, 
And so, grown certain, grew insatiable. 

Now hillward he has fled. I cannot tell 

Whether Mussoorie’s maids have fettered him, 
Or whether Tara Devi, cloaked and dim, 

Hears his devotions to another belle, 

And other lips that answer tenderly. 

Ah me, my bow-wow! I had taught thee skill; 

With lore of ladies’ hearts I dowered thee, 
Whereon thou hast returned my favours ill, 

And, breaking from my woven chain, art free, 
Armed, at my hands, with all the darts that kill. 
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SEPULCHRAL 


SEPULCHRAL 

(from THE GREEK ANTHOLOGIES) 

Swifter than aught neath the sun the car of 
Simonides moved him. 

Two things he could not out-run—Death an i 
a Woman who loved him. 



THE MUSE AMONG THE MOTORS 


ARTERIAL 

(early Chinese) 

i 

Frost upon small rain—the ebony-lacquered avenue 
Reflecting lamps as a pool shows goldfish. 

The sight suddenly emptied out of the young man’s 
eyes 

Entering upon it sideways. 

ii 

In youth, by hazard, I killed an old man. 

In age I maimed a little child. 

Dead leaves under foot reproach not: 

But the lop-sided cherry-branch—whenever the sun 
rises, 

How black a shadow! 
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CARMEN CIRCULARE 
(q. h. flaccus) 

Dellius, that car which, night and day, 
Lightnings and thunders arm and scourg 

Tumultuous down the Appian Way— 

Be slow to urge. 

Though reckless Lydia bid thee fly, 

And Telephus o’ertaking jeer, 

Nay, sit and strongly occupy 
The lower gear. 

They call, the road consenting, ‘Haste!’— 
Such as delight in dust collected— 

Until arrives (I too have raced!) 

The unexpected. 

What ox not doomed to die alone, 

Or inauspicious hound, may bring 

Thee ’twixt two kisses to the throne 
Of Hades’ King, 

I cannot tell; the Furies send 
No warning ere their bolts arrive. 

’Tis best to reach our chosen end 
Late but alive. 
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THE ADVERTISEMENT 

(in THE MANNER OF THE EARLIER ENGLISH) 

Whether to wend through straight streets 
stricdy, 

Trimly by towns perfectly paved; 

Or after office, as fitteth thy fancy. 

Faring with friends far among fields; 

There is none other equal in action, 

Sith she is silent, nimble, unnoisome, 
Lordly of leather, gaudily gilded. 
Burgeoning brightly in a brass bonnet, 
Certain to steer well between wains. 
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THE JUSTICE’S TALE 
(chaucer) 

With them there rode a lustie Engineere 
Wei skilled to hand el everich waie her geere, 

He was soe wise ne man colde showe him nai ight 
And out of Paris was hys leamynge brought. 
Frontlings mid brazen wheeles and wandes he sat, 
And on hys heade he bare an leathern hat. 

Hee was soe certain e of his gouvemance, 

That, by the Road, he tooke everie chaunce. 

For simple people and for lordlings eke 
Hee wolde not bate a del but onlie squeeke 
Behinde their backes on an home hie 
Until they crope into a piggestie. 

He was more wood than bull in china-shoppe, 
And yet for cowes and dogges wolde hee stop, 
Not out of Marcie but for Preudence-sake— 
Than hys dependaunce ever was hys brake. 
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THE CONSOLATIONS OF MEMORY 
CIRCA 1904 

(DONE OUT OF BOETHIUS BY GEOFFREY CHAUCER) 

Blessed was our first age and morning-time. Then 
were no waies tarren, ne no cars numberen, but each 
followed his owne playinge-busyness to go about 
singly or by large interspaces, for to leden his viage 
after his luste and layen under clene hedge. Jangling 
there was not, nor the overtaking wheele, and all 
those now cruel clarions were full-hushed and full-still. 
Then nobile horses, lest they should make the chariots 
moveable to run by cause of this new feare, we did not 
press, and were apayed by sweete thankes of him that 
drave. There was not cursinges ne adventure of death 
blinded bankes betweene, but good-fellowship of 
yoke-mates at ignorance equal, and a one pillar of 
dust covered all exodus. . . . But, see now how the 
blacke road hath strippen herself of hearte and 
beauty where the dumbe lampe of Tartarus winketh 
red, etc. 
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THE FOUR POINTS 

(THOMAS TUSSER) 

Ere stopping or turning, to put foorth a hande 
Is a charm that thy daies may be long in the lar d. 

Though seventy-times-seven thee Fortune befri) nd, 
O’ertaking at comers is Death in the end. 

Sith main-roads for side-roads care nothing, have 
care 

Both to slow and to Mow when thou enterest d ere. 

Drink as thou canst hold it, but after is best; 

For Drink with men’s Driving makes Crowm rs to 
Quest. 
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TO A LADY, PERSUADING HER TO A CAR 
(ben jonson) 

Love’s fiery chariot, Delia, take 
Which Vulcan wrought for Venus’ sake. 
Wings shall not waft thee, but a flame 
Hot as my heart—as nobly tame. 

Lit by a spark, less bright, more wise 
Than linked lightnings of thine eyes! 

Seated and ready to be drawn, 

Come not in muslins, lace or lawn, 

But, for thy thrice imperial worth, 

Take all the sables of the North, 

With frozen diamonds belted on, 

To face extreme Euroclydon! 

Thus in our thund’ring toy we’ll prove 
Which is more blind, the Law or Love; 

And may the jealous Gods prevent 
Our fierce and uncontrouled descent! 
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THE PROGRESS OF THE SPARK 


(XVIth Circuit) 


(donne) 


This spark now set, retarded, yet forbears 
To hold her light however so he swears 
That turns a metalled t rank and, leather-cloked, 
With some small hammers tappeth hither and yc a; 
Peering as when she showeth and when is gone; 

For wait he must till the vext Power’s evoked 
That’s one with the lightnings. Wait in the show ers 
soaked; 

Or by the road-side sunned. She’ll not progress! 
Poor soul, here taught how great things may by less 
Be stayed, to file contacts doth himself address. 
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THE BRAGGART 
(mat. prior) 

Petrolio, vaunting his Mercedes’ power. 
Vows she can cover eighty miles an hour. 
I tried the car of old and know she can. 
But dare he ever make her? Ask his man! 
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‘WHEN THE JOURNEY WAS INTENDED 
TO THE CITY’ 

(milton) 

When that with meat and drink they had fulfille<! 
Not temperately but like him conceived 
In monstrous jest at Meudon, whose regale 
Stands for exemplar of Gargantuan greed, 

In his own name supreme, they issued forth 

Beneath new firmaments and stars astray, 

Circumvoluminant; nor had they felt 

Neither the passage nor the sad effect 

Of many cups partaken, till that frost 

Wrought on them hideous, and their minds decei\ ed. 

Thus choosing from a progeny of roads, 

That seemed but were not, one most reasonable, 

Of purest moonlight fashioned on a wall, 

Thither they urged their chariot whom that flint 
Buttressed received, itself unscathed—not they. 


129 


K 



THE MUSE AMONG THE MOTORS 


TO MOTORISTS 
(herrick) 

Since ye distemper and defile 
Sweet Here by the measured mile. 

Nor aught on jocund highways heed 
Except the evidence of speed; 

And bear about your dreadful task 
Faces beshrouded ’neath a mask; 

Great goblin eyes and gluey hands 
And souls enslaved to gears and bands; 
Here shall no graver curse be said 
Than, though y’are quick, that ye are dead 
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THE TOUR 
(byron) 

Thirteen as twelve my Murray always took— 
He was a publisher. The new Police 
Have neater ways of bringing men to book, 

So Juan found himself before J.P.’s 
Accused of storming through that placid nook 
At practically any pace you please. 

The Dogberry, and the Waterbury, made 
It fifty mile—five pounds. And Juan paid! 



THE MUSE AMONG THE MOTORS 

THE IDIOT BOY 

(WORDSWORTH) 

He wandered down the mountain grade 
Beyond the speed assigned— 

A youth whom Justice often stayed 
And generally fined. 

He went alone, that none might know 
If he could drive or steer. 

Now he is in the ditch, and Oh! 

The differential gear! 
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THE LANDAU 


(praed) 


There was a landau deep and wide. 

Cushioned for Sleep’s own self to sit on— 
The glory of the country-side 
From Tanner’s End to Marlow Ditton. 
John of the broad and brandied cheek 
(Well I recall its eau-de-vie hues!) 

Drove staid Sir Ralph five days a week 
At speeds which we considered Jehu’s. . . . 


But now poor John sleeps very sound. 

And neither hears nor smells the fuss 
Of the young Squire’s nine-hundred-pound- 
Er —Mors communis omnibus. 

And I who in my daily stroll 

Observe the reckless chauffeur crowd her, 
Laudator temporis , extol 

The times before the Act allowed her. 
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CONTRADICTIONS 

(longfellow) 

The drowsy carrier sways 
To the drowsy horses’ tramp. 

His axles winnow the sprays 
Of the hedge where the rabbit plays 
In the light of his single lamp. 

He hears a roar behind, 

A howl, a hoot, and a yell, 

A headlight strikes him blind 
And a stench o’erpowers the wind 
Like a blast from the mouth of Hell. 

He mends his swingle-bar. 

And loud his curses ring; 

But a mother watching afar 
Hears the hum of the doctor’s car 
Like the beat of an angel’s wing! 

So, to the poet’s mood 
Motor or carrier’s van, 

"Properly understood, 

Are neither evil nor good— 



FASTNESS 


FASTNESS 

(tennyson) 

This is the end whereto men toiled 
Before thy coachman guessed his fate,— 

How thou should^ leave thy ’scutcheoned g ite 
On that new wheel which is the oiled— 

To see the England Shakespeare saw 
(Oh, Earth, ’tis long since Shallow died! 

Yet by yon farrowed sow may hide 
Some blue deep minion of the Law)— 

To range from Ashby-de-la-Zouch 
By Lyonnesse to Locksley Hall, 

Or haply, nearer home, appal 
Thy father’s sister’s staid barouche! 





THE MUSE AMONG THE MOTORS 


THE BEGINNER 

(After he has been extemporising on an instrument 

not of his own invention) 

(browning) 

Lo! What is this that I make—sudden, supreme, un¬ 
rehearsed— 

This that my clutch in the crowd pressed at a ven¬ 
ture has raised? 

Forward and onward I sprang when I thought (as I 
ought) I reversed, 

And a cab like a martagon opes and I sit in the wreck¬ 
age dazed. 

And some one is taking my name, and the driver is 
rending the air 

With cries for my hlood and my gold, and a snicker¬ 
ing newsboy brings 

My cap, wheel-pashed from the kerb. I must run her 
home for repair, 

Where she leers with her bonnet awry—flat on the 
nether springs! 



lady Geraldine’s hardship 


LADY GERALDINE’S HARDSHIP 
(e. b. browning) 

I turned —Heaven knows we women turn too mu>:h 
To broken reeds, mistaken so for pine 
That shame forbids confession—a handle I turned 
(The wrong one, said the agent afterwards) 

And so flung clean across your English street 
Through the shrill-tinkling glass of die shop-front — 
paused, 

Artemis mazed ’mid gauds to catch a man, 

And piteous baby-caps and christening-gowns, 

The worse for being worn on the radiator. 

My cousin Romney judged me from the bench: 
Propounding one sleek torty-shillinged law 
That takes no count of the Woman’s oversoul. 

I should have entered, purred he, by the door— 

The man’s retort—the open obvious door— 

And since I chose not, he—not he—could change 
The man’s rule, not the Woman’s, for die case. 

Ten pounds, or seven days. . . . Just that. ... I paid 
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THE BOTHER 
(clough) 

Hastily Adam our driver swallowed a curse in the 
darkness— 

Petrol nigh at end and something wrong with a sprocket 

Made him speer for the nearest town, when lo! at the 
crossways 

Four blank letterless arms the virginal signpost ex¬ 
tended. 

‘Look!’ thundered Hugh the Radical. ‘This is the Eng¬ 
land we boast of— 

Bland, white-bellied, obese, but utterly useless for 
business. 

They are repainting the signs and have left the job in 
the middle. 

They are repainting the signs, and traffic may stop till 
they’ve done it— 

Which is to say till the son-of-a-gun of a local con¬ 
tractor. 

Having laboriously wiped out every name for 

Probably thirty miles round, be minded to finish his 
labour! 

Had not the fool the sense to paint out and paint in 
together?’ 

Thus, not seeing his speech belied his Radical Gospel 

(Which is to paint out the earth and then write ‘Damn’ 
on the shutter), 
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Hugh embroidered the theme imperially and stretched 
it 

From some borough in Wales through our Austral¬ 
ian possessions, 

Making himself, reformer-wise, a bit of a nuisance 

Till, with the help of Adam, we cast him out on the 
landscape. 
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THE DYING CHAUFFEUR 

(ADAM LINDSAY GORDON) 

Wheel me gently to the garage, since my car and I 
must part— 

No more for me the record and the run. 

That cursed left-hand cylinder the doctors call my 
heart 

Is pinking past redemption—I am done! 

They’ll never strike a mixture that’ll help me pull my 
load. 

My gears are stripped—I cannot set my brakes. 

I am entered for the finals down the timeless untimed 
Road 

To the Maker of the makers of all makes! 
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THE BALLAD OF THE CARS 

(WARDOUR STREET BORDER BALLAD) 

‘Now this is the price of a stirrup-cup,’ 

The kneeling doctor said. 

And syne he bade them take him up. 

For he saw that the man was dead. 

They took him up. and they laid him down 
(And, oh, he did not stir), 

And they had him into the nearest town 
To wait the Coroner. 

They drew the dead-cloth over the face. 
They closed the doors upon. 

And the cars that were parked in the market¬ 
place 

Made talk of it anon. 

Then up and spake a Daimler wide. 

That carries the slatted tank:— 

‘ ’Tis we must purge the country-side 
And no man will us thank. 

‘For while they pray at Holy Kirk 
That souls should turn from sin. 

We cock our bonnets to the work. 

And gather the drunken in.— 

‘And if we spare them for the nonce,— 

Or their comrades jack them free,— 
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They learn more under our dumb-irons 
Than they learned at their mother’s knee.’ 

Then up and spake an Armstrong bold. 

And Siddeley was his name:— 

‘I saw a man He stark and cold 
By Grantham as I came. 

‘There was a blind turn by a brook, 

A guard-rail and a fall: 

But the drunken loon that overtook 
He got no hurt at all! 

‘I ha’ trodden the wet road and the dry— 
But and the shady lane; 

And why the guiltless soul should die. 

Good reason find I nane.’ 

Then up and spake the Babe Austin— 

Had barely room for two:— 

‘ ’Tis time and place that make the sin 
And not the deed they do. 

‘For when a man drives with his dear, 

I ha’ seen it come to pass 

That an arm too close or a lip too near 
Has killed both lad and lass. 

‘There was a car at eventide 
And a sidelings kiss to steal— 

The God knows how the couple died. 

But I mind the inquest weel. 
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‘I have trodden the black tar and the heath- 
But and the cobble-stone; 

And why the young go to their death. 
Good reason find I none.’ 

Then spake a Morris from Oxenford, 

(’Was kin to a Cowley Friar):— 

‘How shall we judge the ways of the Lord 
That are but steel and fire? 

‘Between the oil-pits under earth 
And the levin-'park from the skies. 

We but adventure and go forth 
As our man sh.ill devise: 

‘And if he have drunken a hoop too deep. 
No kinship can us move 

To draw him home in his market-sleep 
Or spare his waiting love. 

‘There is never a lane in all England 
Where a mellow man can go. 

But he must look on either hand 
And back and front also. 

‘But he must busk him every tide. 

At prick of horn, to leap 

Either to hide in ditch beside 
Or in the bankes steep. 

‘And whether he walk in drink or muse. 
Or for his love be bound, 
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We have no wit to mark and chuse. 

But needs must slay or wound.’ 

They drew the dead-cloth from its face. 

The Crowner looked thereon; 

And the cars that were parked in the market¬ 
place 

Went all their ways anon. 
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THE INVENTOR 

(r. W. EMERSON) 

Time and Space decreed his lot, 

But litde Man was quick to note: 

When Time and Space said Man might i 
Bravely he answered, ‘Nay! I mote.’ 

I looked on old New England. 

Time and Space stood fast. 

Men built altars to Distance 
At every mile they passed. 

Yet sleek with oil, a Force was hid 

Making mock of all they did, 

Ready at the appointed hour 
To yield up to Prometheus 

The secular and well-drilled Power 
The Gods secreted thus. 

And over high Wantastiquet 
Emulous my lightnings ran, 

Unregarded but afret. 

To fall in with my plan. 

I beheld two ministries— 

One of air and one of earth— 

At a thought I married these. 

And my New Age came to birth! 
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For rarely my purpose errs 
Though oft it seem to pause. 

And rods and cylinders 
Obey my planets’ laws. 

Oil I drew from the well. 

And Franklin’s spark from its blue; 

Time and Distance fell. 

And Man went forth anew. 

On the prairie and in the street 
So long as my chariots roll 

I bind wings to Adam’s feet— 

And, presently, to his soul! 
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A CHILD’S GARDEN 

(r. L. STEVENSON) 

Now there is nothing wrong with me 
Except—I think it’s called T.B. 

And that is wliy I have to lay 
Out in the garden all the day. 

Our garden is not very wide. 

And cars go by on either side. 

And make an ungry-hooty noise 
That rather startles little boys. 

But worst of all is when they take 
Me out in cars that growl and shake. 
With charabancs so dreadful-near 
I have to shut my eyes for fear. 

But when I’m on my back again, 

I watch the Croydon aeroplane 
That flies across to France, and sings 
Like hitting thick piano-strings. 

When I am strong enough to do 
The things I’m truly wishful to. 

I’ll never use a car or train 
But always have an aeroplane; 

And just go zooming round and round 
And frighten Nursey with the sound. 
And see the angel-side of clouds. 

And spit on all those motor-crowds! 
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THE MORAL 
(author unknown) 

You mustn’t groom an Arab with a file. 

You hadn’t ought to tension-spring a mule. 
You couldn’t push a brumby fifty mile 
And drop him in a boiler-shed to cool. 

/’ll sling you through six counties in a day. 

I’ll hike you up a grade of one in ten. 

I am Duty, Law and Order tinder way. 

I’m the Mentor of banana-fingered men! 

I will make you know your left hand from 
your right. 

I will teach you not to drink about your biz. 
I’m the only temperance advocate in sight! 

I am all the Education Act there is! 
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THE MARRED DRIVES OF WINDSOR 

FROM PREFACE BY S. JOHNSON 

Tt is to be obferved of this play that, though its plan is 
irregular, it has been made injlrumental to the pro luction 
of many difcriminate characters who deliver the mfelves 
with candour and propriety, as they approach towi rds, or j 
recede from, the operations of Juflice. The juxtapof tion of 
Hamlet and Faljlaff may be queflioned by the lea\ ned or . 
the delicate, but the conjecturaf critic of an author neither 
fyjlematic nor confequential can affirm that thofe fame 
forces of natural genius, which expatiate in fplendo ir and 
pajfton, demand for their refrefhment and fanity an a 'nupt- 
nefs of releafe and a lawleffnefs of invention, propoitioned 
to precedent confirictions. He only who hath never toiled 
in the anfractuous mines of Philofophy or Letters, norfub- 
dued himfelf to the ignoble needs of the Stage, will dijpute 
the proportion. 

* There is a tradition that this play was compofed after a 
drinking-bout. I would prefer to credit that it owed its birth 
to fome fuch concatenation of circumjlances as I have adum¬ 
brated. The more fo fince, amid much that is ill-conftdered, 
or even depraved, our author has ajfigned to the crafty and 
carelefs Faljlaff an awful, if fleeting, vifitation of felf- 
knowledge. Let us now be told no more of the illegitimacy 
of this play 
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THE MARRED DRIVES OF WINDSOR 
Act I 

Argument. Falstaff, Nym, Poins, Bardolph and 
Fluellen having accompanied Prince Henry in a 
motor drive through the City of London, their car 
breaks down, and Falstaff returns to the Boars 
Head Tavern in Eastcheap, where he is followed by 
the Prince and Fluellen. 

Enter Falstaff, habited as a motorist 

Falstaff. Here’s all at an end between us, or I’ll 
never taste sack again. Prince or no Prince, I’ll not 
ride with him to Coventry on the hinder parts of a 
carbonadoed stink, not though he call her all the car 
in Christendom. Sack! Sack! Sack! 

Hostess. I spied her out of the lattice. A’ fizzled 
and a’ groaned and a’ shook from the bones out, Sir 
John, and a’ ran on her own impulsidges back and 
forth o’ Chepe, and I knew that there was but one 
way to it when I saw them fighting at the handles. 
She died of a taking of pure wind on the heart, and 
they be about her body now with tongs. A marvellous 
searching perfume, Sir John! 

Falstaff. He hath called me ribs; he hath called me 
tallow. There is no name in the extremer oiliness of 
comparisons which I have not borne meekly. But to 
go masked at midday; to wrap my belly in an horse- 
hide cloak of ten thousand buttons till I looked like a 
mushroomed dunghill; to be smoked over burnt oils; 
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to be enseamed, moreover, with intolerable greases; 
and thus scented, thus habited, thus vizarded, to leap 

out—for I leaped, mark you-Another cup of sack! 

But there’s vengeance for my case! These eyes have 
seen the Lord’s Anointed on his knees in Chepe, foin- 
ing with the key of Shrewsbury Castle, which Poins 
had bent to the very crook of Nym’s theftuous < lbow, 
to wake die dumb devil in the guts of her. ‘Sweet 
Hal,’ said I, ‘are all horses sold out of England, that 
thou must kneel before the lieges to any petrol pidd¬ 
ling turnspit?’ Then he, Poins, and Bardolph, vhose 
nose blanched with sheer envy of her body vork, 
begged a shoulder of me to thrust her into some alley, 
the street being full ■ >f Ephesians of the old Cl urch. 
Whereat I. . . 

Enter Prince and Fluellen 

Prince. Whereat thou, hearing her once or twice 
tenderly backfire- 

Falstaff. Heaven forgive thee, Hal! She thundered 
and lightened a full half-hour, so that Jove Himself 
could not have bettered the instruction. There’s a pit 
beneath her now, which she blew out of thy father’s 
highway the while I watched, where Sackerson could 
stand to six dogs. 

Prince. Hearing, I say, her gende outcry against 
Poins’ mishandling, thou didst flee up Chepe, calling 
upon the Sheriffs Watch for a red flag. 

Falstaff. I? Call me Jack if I were not jack to each 
of her wheels in turn till I am stamped like a butter- 
pat with the imprint of her underpinnings. I seek a 
red flag? 
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Prince. Ay, roaring like a bull. 

Falstaff. Groans, Hal, groans such as Adas heaved. 
But she overbore me at the last. Why hast thou left 
her?—Faugh, that a King’s son should ever reek like a 
smutty-wicked lamp upon the wrong side of morning! 

Prince. There was Bardolph in the buckbasket 
behind, nosing fearfully overside like a full-watded 
turkey-poult from Norfolk. There was Poins upon 
his belly beneath her, thrice steeped in pure plumbago, 
most despairfully clanking of chains like the Devil in 
Brug’s Hall window; and there were some four thou¬ 
sand ’prentices at her tail, crying, ‘What ho!’ and that 
she bumped. Methought ’twas no place for my 
father’s son. 

Falstaff. Take any man’s horses and hale her to 
bed! The laws of England are at thy commandment, 
that the Heir should not be made a common stink in 
the nostrils of the lieges. 

Prince. She’d not stir for all Apollo’s team—not 
though Phaeton himself, drunk with nectar, lashed 
’em stark mad. Poor Phaeton! 

Hostess. A’ was a King’s son, was a’ not, and a’ 
came to’s end by keeping of bad company? 

Falstaff. No more than a little horseflesh. I tell 
thee, Hal, this England of ours has never looked up 
since the nobles fell to puking over oil-buckets by the 
side of leather-jerkined Walloons. 

Prince. He that drives me now is French as our 
princely cousin. 

Falstaff. Dumain? Hang him for a pestilent, 
poke-eyed, chicken-chopping, hump-backed, leather- 
hatted, muffle-gloved ape! He hath been fined as 
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often as he hath broken down; and that is at every 
tavern ’twixt here and York. Dumain! He’s the most 
notorious widow-maker on the Windsor road. His 
mother was a corn-cutter at Ypres, and his father a 
barber at Rouen, by which beastly conjunction he 
righdy draws every infirmity that damns him in his 
trade. Item: He cuts comers niggardly and up< >n the 
wrong side. Item: He’ll look behind him after a likely 
wench in the hottest press of Holbom, though 1 e skid 
into the kennel for it. Item: He depends upi in his 
brake to save him at need—a death-bed repentance, 
Hal, as hath been proved ere this, since grace is un¬ 
certain. Item: He is too proud to clean the bc dy of 
her, but leaves the care of that which should 1« the 
very cote-armour of his mechanic knighthood to an 
unheedful osder. Thus, at last, he comes to ovtrlook 
even the oiling; and so it falls that she’s where she 
must be, and not where thou wouldst have her. Ay, 
laugh if thou wilt, Hal, but a round worthy knight 
needs not fire himself through three baronies in eight 
hours to know the very essence of the petrol 1 that 
hoists him. Dumain will one day clutch thee into Hell 
upon the first speed. 

Prince. Strange that clear knowledge should so long 
outlive mere nerve! I’ll dub Dumain knight when I 
come to the throne, if he be not hanged first for 
murder on the highway. ’Twill save the state a pension. 

Falstaff. So the lean vice goes ever before the solid 
virtue. (Confused noises without.) What riot’s afoot now? 

Fluellbn. Riots, look you, by my vizaments, make 

1 Petard, which is almost synonymous. Home Tooke : First Folio; 
private notes upon . 
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one noise, but murders, another. There’s riots in 
Monmouth; but, by my vizaments, look you, there’s 
murders in Chepe. Pabes and old ’oomen—they howl 
so tamnably. 

Falstaff. Rebellion rather! Half London’s calling 
on thy name, Hal, and half on thy father’s. Well, if 
it be successful, forget not who was promised the 
reversion of the Chief Justiceship. Ha! Unquestioned 
rebellion, if broken crowns signify aught. 

Enter Heralds ( wounded) 

Heralds. Most gracious lord, the car that bore thy 
state, 

Too long neglected and adjudged acold, 

Hath, without warning or advertisement, 

Risen refreshed from her supposed stand 
In unattended revolution. 

Prince. This it is to be a King’s son! That a pitiful 
twelve-horse touring-car 1 cannot jar off her brakes 
but they must rehearse it me in damnable heroics! 
Your pleasure, gentlemen? 

Heralds. The blood upon our boltered brow attests 
’Twas Bardolph’s art that waked her, whereat she 
Skipped thunderously before our mazed eyes, 

Drew out o’er several lieges (all with God!), 
Battered a house or so to laths, and now 
Fumes on her side in Holbom. Please you, come! 

Prince. Anon! Seek each a physician according to 
his needs and revenues. I’ll be with you anon. (To 
Falstaff.) The third in three weeks! These whoreson 
German clock-cases no sooner dint honest English 

1 Touraine-cart (conjectural) Warburton . 
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paving-stone than they incontinent lay their entrails 
on the street. Five hundred and seventy pounds! I’ll 
out and pawn the Duchy! 

Heralds. The Lord Chief Justice waits thy princely 
will. 

In thy dread father’s Court at Westminster. 

Falstaff. A Star Chamber matter, Hal—a Star 
Chamber matter! Glasses, Doll! We’ll drink 10 his 
deliverance. 

Heralds. You, too. Sir John, as party to these broils 
And breakings-forth, in like attainder stand 
For judgment: wherein fail not at your peril! 

Falstaff. I do remember now to have had some 
dealings with this same Chief Justice. An old i eeble 
man, drawn abroad m a cart, by horses. We must 
enlighten—enlighten him, Hal. [Exeunt.) 


Act II 

Argument. Prince Henry, Poins, Fluellen, Nym, and 
Sir John Falstaff (Bardolph having escaped) are 
charged, on Dogberry’s evidence, before the Lord 
Chief Justice at Westminster, with exceeding the 
speed-limit and leaving their car unattended in the 
street. Portia defends them. Mr. Justice Shallow 
has been accommodated with a seat on the Bench. 

Prince. Where’s our red rear-lamp? Where’s Bar¬ 
dolph? 

Poins. Shining over Southwark if he be not puffed 
out by now. He ran when the Watch came. The 
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Chief Justice looks sourly. Is any appointed to speak 
for us, Hal? 

Prince. Thy notorious innocence, my known 
virtue, and, if these fail, Sir John’s big belly. I have 
fed my father’s exchequer here twice since Easter. 

Ch. Justice. Intemperate, rash, and ill-advised men— 
Yoke-fellows at unsavoury enterprise— 

Harry, and you, Sir John, stand forth for sentence! 

Fluellen. Put—put there is no indictments dis¬ 
charged upon us yet. To pronounce sentences, look 
you, pefore the indictments is discharged is ropperies 
and oppressions. 

Nym. Ay, that’s the humour of it. When they cry 
Budget we must cry mum. 

Falstaff. Cram the Welsh flannel down his own 
throat, or we are imprisoned after the fine. I know 
the Chief Justice is sick of me. 

Shallow (to Ch. Justice). My lord, my lord, if you 
suffer yon fat knight to talk, he’ll cozen the teeth out 
of your lordship’s head while his serving-man steals 
the steeped crust you’d mumble to. I lent him a 
thousand pounds, my lord. 

Falstaff. I deny it not. For the which I promised 
thee advancement. And art thou not now visibly next 
the Chief Justice himself? 

Shallow. Not on my merits, Sir John. I sit here 
simple of courtesy as visiting-justice. I’d do as much 
for my lord if he came to Gloucestershire, ’faith! 

Falstaff. Shallow! Shallow! I say I gave thee 
occasion and opportunity to rise. Promotion is in 
thy hands. (To Ch. Justice.) Have a care, my lord! 
He fingers his dagger already. 
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Shallow. My dagger, ’faith? My ink-horn, la! I’ll 
sit further off. I told you how he’d talk, my lord. But 
I’ll sit further off. My dagger, ’faith! 

Ch. Justice. Sir John! Sir John! The licence of 
inveterate humour overstretched rends like an out¬ 
worn garment—with like shame to the erduer. 
Answer me roundly, what defence make you (o the 
charge you have run through Chepe at ten leigues 
the hour? 

Falstaff. Roundly, my lord, my shape—my ei ident 
shape. 

Ch. Justice. But ’tis so charged, and will be so 
witnessed. 

Dogberry. Yes, and by one that hath a stc pped 
watch and everything forsworn about him. W; ite it 
down fifteen leagues, my lord! 

Prince (to Ch. Justice). We knights of the road 
have ever been fair quarry for your knights of the 
post to bind to, but this passes endurance. We left 
our car, my lord, extinct and combust in the kennel, 
while we sought an engineer to hoist her. In which 
stay she would have continued, but for the prying 
vulgar who found on her some handle to their 
curiosity, which, doubtless, they turned. For, in such 
a car as this- 

Ch. Justice. In such a car as this, 

The enfranchised ’prentices of London quash 
Our harmless babes and necessary wives 
At morning to the sound of Sabbath bells 
Through panicked Huntingdon. 

Portia. In such a car as this, 

Slides young Desire athwart the mountain-tops, 
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Drinking the airs that part him from his dear 
’Twixt Berwick and Glamorgan. 

Ch. Justice. In such a car as this, 

The lecherous Israelite to Brighthelmstone 
Convoys his Jessica. 

Portia. In such a car as this, 

The lean chirurgeon bums the midnight oil 
Impetuous over England. Where his lamp 
Strikes pale the hedgerow, all the affrighted fays, 
Their misty revels in the dew divulged, 

Flee to the coney’s burrow, or divide 
His antre with the squirrel—whom that ministrant 
Marks not, his eye being bent to thrid the dark, 
Indifferent beneath the morning star, 

To the poor cot that summoned him, and the life— 
An hour-old, mother-naked life, scarce held 
By the drowsy midwife but it yarks and squeaks 
Batlike, and batlike, would to the void again. 

This he forbids, and yet not he, whose art. 

His car unaiding, else had ne’er o’erleaped 
The largess of a county in an hour. 

Shallow. Neat, ’faith, la! For how a brace of 
twins, now, the far side Cotsall, of a snowy night, 
my lord? 

Falstaff. A pregnant wit! Which of thy misdeeds, 
Hal, hath raised this angel to help us? I’ll ask Doll. 

Prince. Peace, dunghill, peace! She was never of 
Doll’s company. 

Portia. And I charge you, my lord, if ever need, 
Extreme and urgent need, hath visited you, 

Or, by the unprobeable decree of Time, 

May visit and masterfully constrain, think well 
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Ere your abhorrence of new enginery 
Seal up the avenues of mercy here! 

Ch. Justice. I sealed no avenues. They sealed the 
King’s 

(Albeit it was called Northumberland) 

With hellish engines drawn across the street 
In an opposed and desperate barrier 
Unto the lieges* progress. 

Portia. Not by their will, nor their intent, my lord! 
It was a passing humour of the car— 

Gusty incontinence, which, overlooked, 

As unregard oft cows pretension, 

May well not chance again. 

Ch. Justice. But if it chance? 

Portia. If the deep-brooding vault of Heaven etain 
Memory and record of miracle 
Vouchsafed, like this your prayed-for mercy, once, 
And, in default of quail, rain from her gate 
Heaven’s sweetest choristers—then it may fall. 

But not till then. 

Fluellen. Put—put—look you, she is telling the old 
shentlemans to wait dll the sky shall rain larks! It is 
open contempts of Courts! 

Nym. Ay, there’s humours in them all. But I think 
the old man’s humour is sweeter. 

Ch. Justice. Yet, bating miracle, how if mercy 
breed 

Not gratitude, but livelier insolence, 

And, through my softened verdict, after-years 
Grow bold to break the law? How if our England- 
Loverly, temperate, the midmost close of peace— 
Dissolve in smoke and oils along the green, 
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Till sickened memory conceive no minute 
Unharried, unpollutable, unhooted? 

If I loose these, what do I loose on England? 

Portia. Too late! Too late! That babe is viable! 
The hour we dread o’ertops us while we wonder, 
Not asking sufferance, but imposing change, 

Most multitudinously. Hark, it sings i’ the wind! 

Ariel (invisible) sings: 

Where the car slips there slip I— 

In a sunbeam’s path I lie! 

There I crouch while crowds do cry, 

After somersaults muddily! 

Where I he, where I lie, shall I live now 
Under the bonnet that bangs on my brow? 

Falstaff (to Prince). The Chief Justice is mazed by 
the fairies. He hath great motions towards virtue. He’ll 
let us go. 

Ch. Justice. Ourselves have snuffed some savour of 
these changes, 

And more our horses who, poor winkered fools, 
Hearing their dooms outstrip them, swerve aside 
And pole the all-shattered house-fronts. 

We ourselves, 

Of purpose to repair to Westminster, 

Infirmity and age consenting, signalled 
From her hot lair an horseless chariot 
Which, in the recorded twelfth part of an hour, 

Bore our inviolate ermines half a league. 

It is, and woe it is, the chill refuge— 

The lean, unenvied privilege of Age- 
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To meet new changes with old courtesy, 

Not as averting change but sparing souls 
Worn weak, and bodies extenuate with the years 
That heed nor never heeded! Set them free. 
What has been was, and what will be, must be! 


Act III 

Argument. A room in the Boar s Head Tavern set or a 
banquet to celebrate the discharge of the motorists r rom 
the King's Justice. Enter Prince Henry with Poutia 
and several others. Also Falstaff drunk. 

Falstaff. ‘When that I had and a little tinny c ir— 
Withaheigh-ho, the wind and thescreen—’ 
Empty the radiator! 

Hostess. Sir John, there’s one without says he’s your 
twin brother. 

Falstaff. I’ll be the wise child. Have him in! (Enter 
Hamlet drunk.) Ha! Begot a night’s ride the cooler 
side o’ the blanket! But if I be knight, he’s Blood- 
Royal. (To Prince Henry.) Here’s thy meat, Hal. I 
stay by our commons. 

Prince. Lions know lions, tho’ they pride apart. 
And Princes Princes. (To Hamlet.) For these, my 
companions 

Rejoicingly from Justice, your pardon, Brother, 

And, if it so far please, your title. 

Hamlet. Prince. Hamlet of Denmark. Your pardon 
too. ’Tis the Rhenish.... But conceive, sirrah, how 
it comes about ’neath the unjust stars, that by means 

161 


M 



THE MUSE AMONG THE MOTORS 

of a few ink-spirts and frail pretences of the plays, 
a bald-pated osder to Pegasus conjures life into 
such as we. In which continuance, mark you, we 
live and inextinguishably shake spheres: he having 
left die globe—how long? But I’ll go find my 
double. 1 

Prince. Rumour wrongs not the Danes. They drink 
too deep. 

He is full proof. (To Hamlet.) Welcome, distracted sir. 
We have a foolish feast in hand, whereat, 

Wine and our near escapes making familiar, 

You shall be richer by a score of brothers 
Before the score is paid. Seek and make merry. 

(To Nym.) When the fat gendeman stumbles, lay 
him against the arras, head highest. There’s a crown 
waiting. 

Nym. For him—not me. That’s an old humour. 

1 . . . After the transparent reference to ‘the unjust stars,’ the word 
‘ink-spirts’ leaps to the eye of the initiated as the simplest anagram of 
'serif sit* (the ‘k’ being used, of course, for the desiderated ‘c,* and the 
apparently superfluous ‘n,* for the initial of Nicholas, his father). ‘Frail 
pretences* (taking the first three letters of the first, and the last four of 
the second, word) reveals, beyond negation, the same ‘Francis’ who 
wrote to his King (Mar. 25, 1631) that he might be ‘frail and partake, 
etc.’ The ‘Md-pated ostler* who ‘conjures life into, etc.,* is even more 
palpable and needs not the additional ‘continuance* which follows. Nor 
does this exhaust the category. Miss Nessa Droenbergh acutely explains 
Hamlet’s opening remark to Prince Henry as a well-bred man’s apology 
for phenomena due to liquor-excess—briefly a hiccough. But we must 
remember that Bacon, where possible, always ‘doubles his clues,’ on the 
principle of the British railroads’ ‘distant’ and ‘home’ signals. Thus, after 
‘Your pardon too,’ comes ‘ ’Tis the Rhenish,’ a German wine long traded 
into Britain and the Baltic, and later known as *hoc(k).’ So we have, all 
but en clair, the author of ‘Shakespeare’s’ plays proclaiming, Hoc scripsit 
Francis Bacon* (Francis Bacon wrote this.) What more, in the name of 
sanity, is needed to convince any one who is not delivered over to the 
‘man of Stratford’ complex? From Professor O. P, Callowitzs ‘William 
the World-Impostor.’ 
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Prince (to Portia). Lovely lady, 

To whom we go in bondage, first, of beauty, 

And next of golden advocacy, snatching 
Us from deserved Bridewells,—name thy fee. 

Portia. I here confess I never owned a car, 

Never, in all my life, have driven car; 

And, touching any uses of a car, 

From airiest hearsays 1 were my pleadings drawn. 
Therefore, I ask no guerdon but a car, 

To experience on the heels of phantasy. 

Prince. A car? A car? 

Portia. I said even so—one ar. 
Hamlet (to Falstaff). Women have dread affectic ns, 
for their spirit, 

Out-plumbing ours, their easier sympathies 
Frame both the passion and the appurtenance; 

Else they go mad. 

Falstaff. True! Doll’s a she-kite of the same 
feather. But moulting—moulting! 

Prince (to Portia). Nay, entertain conjecture of a 
time 

When, horses fed to hounds, the thrice-stuffed streets 
Ring, reek and rumble with opprobrious wains 
Inveterately unheedful. Straw between 
Their bulks the rash and pillioned amorists 
Whose so mis-timed embracements on the wood 2 
Sling hose and cap 3 to inquest. 

1 Hearses.— Warburton. 

2 The text is corrupt. It is impossible to imagine a street paved with 
wood. But mis-timed embracements might well be ‘untoward. ’-—Johnson. 

3 At this epoch the London ’prentices wore cloth caps, and their female 
companions stockings, which had then been largely discovered by the 
vulgar.— Theobald . 
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Beatrice. Signor Prince, spare thyself a dry mouth 
and us drier discourse. The world moves, for all man’s 
owlings, and we women in the va’ward. 1 

Nym. That’s the new humour. To over-run the law 
and the lieges and say ‘I am a maid!’ 

Benedick. To have at a man sideways out of a blind 
lane and, if he give natural vent on some broken head, 
arm, or running-board, 2 her husband or lover must 
challenge him as though he were Claudio. 

Beatrice. That, Signor Benedick, shall never be. 
For you shall always stay at home. 

Shylock. I have a bond! I have a bond in my office, 
Whose virtue is—for every pound of flesh, 

Or drop of blood, on such mistakings drawn, 

Or push of market-bestial—being signed 
(And some poor ducats paid) assures the holder 
’Gainst every act and charge of law or leech. 

Portia. We made sweet composition long ago, 
Shylock and I. He pays upon such bonds, 

As, in mine office, I can well avouch; 

Having prepared the like for Jessica 

Whose paths are wayward. Let them see it, Jew. 

[Shylock shows the company a Third Party Risks 
Policy. Hamlet and Falstaff talk apart. 

Falstaff (to Hamlet). Unconfmed truth! Cowards 
natural, both of us, with each some huddled deliver¬ 
ance of jest or philosophy to piece out the skirts of 
’voided occasion. You drive? 

1 ‘Ford* (conjectural).— Steevens. 

* ‘Running aboard in the sense of vessels falling “foul” of each other 
at sea* (conjectural) .—Johnson. 
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Hamlet. For action to be taken on the instant? I’d 
liever. . . ! But, oh, God—I have no choice, being 
what I am and informed of myself past endurance. 

Falstaff. I have some same cause. How, now, of 
drink and lechery to drown self-knowledge? 

Hamlet. Serves me not. There’s a mad woman 
whom I drowned floats in my every cup, like bor ige. 1 

Falstaff. Women in liquor! Double damnation and 
half satisfaction. Think you, Ham, that he who made 
us twins knew his work? 

Hamlet. I set no limit, being bom of that sou-— 
One spark in all its hells. Flesh, canst thou treml le? 
Falstaff. I am too voung to ’scape the cold t it o’ 
mornings. 

Hamlet. Shake to thy core, contemplating what 
vasts 

Unlawful, and what darkness, whereto ours 
Is the sun’s targe, had he adventured down 
(Holding the poised brain ice) till he arraigned 2 
A murderess, a Moor, a mad King—me! 

For ensample of all uttermosts of woe 
Man bears or shall be designate to suffer 
Inly or of the Gods! 

Falstaff. True enough. But the sack’s here, and I 

1 An allusion to the old distich:— 

‘I, Borage, 

Give Courage.’ 

This herb is not included in the Queen’s category of those used by 
Ophelia previous to her suicide. Nor does Ophelia herself mention it. 
(Conjectural.)— Steevens. 

2 Mr. Malone says that this word should be ‘arrayed,’ in the sense 
of displaying before the public, but considering that each one of the 
characters enumerated is, in various forms, arraigned by Conscience, 
that most dreadful of judges, I incline towards the former reading.— 
M. Mason . 
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have ’scaped Justice an hour. What a plague does 
the Jew with his papers? 

Prince (taking Insurance Policy from Shylock). 

Thus furnished, and with knowledge of the wealth 
Behind the bond, are all my doubts resolved. 

My fears? (To Portia.) Fair lady, warn me of thy 
comings 

When that car rolls its fifty roystering steeds 
Which is our instant, grateful, deadly gift! 

Sir A. Aguecheek. There’s simply no back-alley 
left in Illyria now where a man may let’s liquor out 
of him, but he must stand ready to leap into either 
hedge. 

Prince. To-morrow be his own klaxon . 1 Till he 
call, 

Put cars away, and revel comrades all! 
Feste. When all about the joiners thrive— 

And coffins quick as man can saw;— 
When learning lady-owners drive, 

And beaks sit brooding on the Law; 
When roasting cabs hiss on the grass, 

Then lightly brays the headlong ass:— 

‘ Where to? To Hell!' Oh, word of fear, 
Unpleasing to the charioteer! 

1 ‘Sexton.* This word, through corruption, has been lost, and is now 
restored to its original meaning .—Sir T. Hanmer. 


166 



MISCELLANEOUS 




TWO LIVES 


TWO LIVES 
1881 

Two lives, one sweet and one most sad, I lead; 

Two lives—and one is joy, the other woe; 

Two lives—one very dear, one loathed indeed; 

Two lives are mine that far asunder flow. 

In one I live, in one I do but die; 

In one I am, and in the other seem; 

In one I smile, in one I do but sigh; 

In one I toil, and in the other dream. 

One life is strange and full of hot red days, 

Strong love, that checked at naught, wild ho >e, 
mad sin; 

But in the other there are beaten ways 
I traverse steadfastly nor fail therein. 

Yet sometimes wonder, as the long months pass, 
That what I am has e’er been that I was. 
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THE VISION OF HAMID ALI 
1885 

This came to him by night—the ganja 1 burnt 
To powder, and the City sunk in sleep. 

Azizun of the Dauri Bagh; the Pearl; 

And Hamid Ah of the Delhi Gate 
Were present, when the Muezzin called to prayer 
At midnight from the Mosque of Wuzeer Khan, 
Drinking the ganja drowsy with its fumes 
Above the dying chillam. 2 1, the Scribe, 

Was with them and the words I write are true; 
(Albeit Hamid spoke against the Twelve, 

And Islam and the Prophet. God is judge 
Whether the ganja moved him or his soul ) 

Azizun’s anklets tinkled when she turned 
In slumber; and the Pearl of Courtezans 
Laughed softly at some fancy of her brain. 

Bom of the ganja. Hamid AH lay 
As dead upon the cushions by the door 
For half a watch; and then he cried to me:— 

‘The thing is hopeless and an idle dream! 

I saw it even now. O Moulvie! write!’ 

(Before the Perfect Flower had dulled our brains, 
Azizun; Hamid AH; I; the Pearl, 

Spoke of the Prophet and the other Christ 
Our rulers worship; and men’s minds in Roum; 
And whether Islam shall arise again 
And drive the Christ across the Western sea 
1 Hemp dried for smoking. 2 Hookah. 
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As people hold shall be in two more years, 

When from the North the Armies of the North 
Pour like the Indus and our rulers fly, 

And Islam and the Sword make all things clean.) 

I wrote—my brain was heavy with the drug:— 
‘The Mosque has fallen. Hamid Ali saw 
The kashi 1 on the gateways peel and flake; 

The domes sink inwards and the minarets 
Break at the base and crumble like the dust 
The wind uplifts in Sind and leaves again 
No bigger than an ant-hill. It has fallen. 

I, Hamid, saw and knew the meaning. Turn, 

Turn ye to slumber, bold your hands and sleep. 

Ours was an idle dream.’ The Pearl laughed lov 
T dreamt no dream but ye. My breasts are real; 

My lips; my love, O Hamid! Nothing else, 

Nor Islam nor the Prophet nor the Twelve. 

Turn ye to slumber. Fold your hands and sleep.'' 

And Hamid answered:—‘Fold your hands and sleep 
Not yet till ye have heard the vision. Write!’ 

(I wrote and marvelled, as the Muezzin called.) 

‘Nor Islam, nor the Prophet, nor the Twelve, 

Nor Christ, nor Buddha, nor the other Gods 
Avail us. Lo! The Mosque fell into dust; 

And with it fell the Prophet and the Twelve; 

The Banner and the Crescent rang below, 

And with them fell the Cross, the Wheel, the Flowers; 
Parvati broken at the waist, and He, 

The calm-eyed Buddha, handless, crushed and maimed. 
The Priests with these. I, Hamid, saw them fall 
And knew our dream was hopeless. Never more 

1 Fresco. 
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The Banner or the Cross will lift themselves. 
(Write, Moulvie) Underneath the Seven Stars, 
Blood-red and golden, to the dark plain’s verge 
There swept the sharp edge of a monstrous sword 
That lit the firmament as does the sun; 

And blood was falling from the haft and point; 
And where it fell the Mosques of all the lands 
Fell also, burnt with fire; and the Priests 
Cried to the heavens that their Gods were dead. 
And none remained to feed their ministers 
Or tend the altars; and the great sword fell 
Above Mahomet and the other men, 

And broke into ten thousand drops of blood 
Before it faded and I woke to you, 

Azizun and the Pearl. I, Hamid, saw 
And read the meaning of the vision!’ 

Soft 

The anklets tinkled as Azizun woke. 

Then Hamid hollow-eyed rose from the couch 
And staggered doorward—but the Pearl withstood 
And only laughed:—‘Oh, Hamid, will you take 
Me for your Prophet if I read the dream?’ 

And Hamid answered:—‘Surely it is writ’— 
Whereat the Pearl laughed louder:—‘Is it writ? 
Who wrote, and wherefore? Let the vision go, 

For I at least am real.’ 

Then the dawn . . . 

Swept like a sea into the gully. I, 

Still heavy with the ganja, held my peace 
And marvelled that a man should so blaspheme. . . 
God grant it was the ganja. Otherwise 
Hamid is lost for ever, with the Pearl. 
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IN PARTIBUS ^ 

1889 

(From Abaft the Funnel) 

The 'buses run to Battersea, 

The 'buses run to Bow, 

The 'buses run to Westbourne Grove, 
And Notting Hill also; 

But I am sick of London Town, 

From Shepherd's Bush to Bow. 

I see the smut upon my cuff, 

And feel him on my nose; 

I cannot leave my window wide 
When gentle Zephyr blows, 

Because he brings disgusting things, 
And drops ’em on my ‘clo’es’. 

The sky, a greasy soup-tureen, 

Shuts down atop my brow. 

Yes, I have sighed for London Town 
And I have got it now: 

And half of it is fog and filth, 

And half is fog and row. 

And when I take my nighdy prowl, 
’Tis passing good to meet 

The pious Briton lugging home 
His wife and daughter sweet, 
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. Through four packed miles of seething vice. 
Thrust out upon the street. 

Earth holds no horror like to this 
In any land displayed. 

From Suez unto Sandy Hook, 

From Calais to Port Said; 

And ’twas to hide their heathendom 
The beastly fog was made. 

I cannot tell when dawn is near. 

Or when the day is done. 

Because I always see the gas 
And never see the sun, 

And now, methinks, I do not care 
A cuss for either one. 

But stay, there was an orange, or 
An aged egg its yolk; 

It might have been a Pears’ balloon 
Or Bamum’s latest joke: 

I took it for the sun and wept 
To watch it through the smoke. 

It’s Oh to see the mom ablaze 
Above the mango-tope. 

When homeward through the dewy cane 
The little jackals lope, 

And half Bengal heaves into view. 
New-washed—with sunlight soap. 

It’s Oh for one deep whisky-peg 
When Christmas winds are blowing, 
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When all the men you ever knew. 

And all you’ve ceased from knowing. 
Are ‘entered for the Tournament, 

And everything that’s going’. 

But I consort with long-haired things 
In velvet collar-rolls. 

Who talk about the Aims of Art, y/ 

And ‘theories’ and ‘goals,’ 

And moo and coo with womenfolk 
About their blessed souls. 

But that they call ‘psychology’ 

Is lack of bv er-pill. 

And all that blights their tender souls 
Is eating till they’re ill. 

And their chief way of winning goals 
Consists of sitting still. 

It’s Oh to meet an Army man. 

Set up, and trimmed and taut. 

Who does not spout hashed libraries 
Or think the next man’s thought. 

And walks as though he owned himself. 
And hogs his bristles short. 

Hear now a voice across the seas 
To kin beyond my ken. 

If ye have ever filled an hour 
With stories from my pen. 

For pity’s sake send some one here 
To bring me news of men ! 
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The ’buses run to Islington, 

To Highgate and Soho, 

To Hammersmith and Kew therewith. 
And Camberwell also, 

But I can only murmur ‘Bus!’ 1 
From Shepherd’s Bush to Bow. 

1 Enough! 
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THE EXILES’ LINE 
1890 

Now the New Year reviving old desires, 

The restless soul to open sea aspires, 

Where the Blue Peter flickers from the fore, 

And the grimed stoker feeds the engine-fires. 

Coupons, alas, depart with all their rows, 

And last year’s sea-met loves where Grindlay kn< ws; 

But still the wild wind wakes off Gardafui, 

And hearts turn eastward with the P. & O.’s. 

Twelve knots an hour, be they more or less— 

Oh, slothful mother of much idleness, 

Whom neither rivals spur nor contracts speed! 
Nay, bear us gently! Wherefore need we press? 

The Tragedy of all our East is laid 
On those white deck! beneath the awning shade— 
Birth, absence, longing, laughter, love and tears, 
And death unmaking ere the land is made. 

And midnight madnesses of souls distraught 
Whom the cool seas call through the open port, 

So that the table lacks one place next mom, 

And for one forenoon men forgo their sport. 

The shadow of the rigging to and fro 

Swings, shifts, and flickers on the spar-deck’s snow. 
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And like a giant trampling in his chains. 

The screw-blades gasp and thunder deep below; 

And, leagued to watch one flying-fish’s wings, 
Heaven stoops to sea, and sea to Heaven clings: 

While, bent upon the ending of his toil, 

The hot sun strides, regarding not these things: 

For the same wave that meets our stem in spray 
Bore Smith of Asia eastward yesterday. 

And Delhi Jones and Brown of Midnapore 
To-morrow follow on the self-same way. 

Linked in the chain of Empire, one by one. 

Flushed with long leave, or tanned with many a sun, 
The Exiles’ Line brings out the exiles’ line, 

And ships them homeward when their work is done. 

Yea, heedless of the shuttle through the loom, 

The flying keels fulfil the web of doom. 

Sorrow or shouting—what is that to them? 

Make out die cheque that pays for cabin-room! 

And howso many score of times ye flit 
With wife and babe and caravan of kit, 

Not all thy travels past shall lower one fare, 

Nor all thy tears abate one pound of it. 

And howso high thine earth-born dignity, 

Honour and state, go sink it in the sea, 

Till that great One upon the quarter-deck, 
Brow-bound with gold, shall give thee leave to be. 
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Indeed, indeed, from that same Line we swear 
Off for all time, and mean it when we swear; 

And then, and then we meet the Quartered Flag, 
And, surely for the last time, pay the fare. 

And Green of Kensington, estrayed to view 
In three short months the world he never knew, 
Stares with blind eyes upon the Quartered FLg 
And sees no more than yellow, red, and blue. 

But we, the gipsies of the East, but we— 

Waifs of the land and wastrels of the sea— 

Come nearer home beneath the Quartered Fl;, g 
Than ever home shall come to such as we. 

The camp is struck, the bungalow decays, 

Dead friends and houses desert mark our ways, 

Till sickness send us down to Prince’s Dock 
To meet the changeless use of many days. 

Bound in tie wheel of Empire, one by one, 

The chain-gangs of the East from sire to son, 

The Exiles’ Line takes out the exiles’ line, 

And ships them homeward when their work is done. 

How runs the old indictment? ‘Dear and slow,’ 

So much and twice so much. We gird, but go. 

For all the soul of our sad East is there, 

Beneath the house-flag of the P. & O! 
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THE GIPSY TRAIL 
1890 

The white moth to the closing bine. 

The bee to the opened clover, 

And the gipsy blood to the gipsy blood 
Ever the wide world over. 

Ever the wide world over, lass, 

Ever the trail held true, 

Over the world and under the world, 
And back at the last to you. 

Out of the dark of the G oTg io ramp, 

Out of the grime ancfme~grey 

(Morning waits at the end of the world), 
Gipsy, come away! 

The wild boar to the sun-dried swamp. 
The red crane to her reed, 

And the Romany lass to the Romany lad 
By the tie of a roving breed. 

The pied snake to the rifted rock, 

The buck to the stony plain, 

And the Romany lass to the Romany lad, 
And both to the road again. 

Both to the road again, again! 

Out on a clean sea-track— 

180 



THE GIPSY TRAIL 

Follow the cross of the gipsy trail 
Over the world and back! 

Follow the Romany patteran 
North where the blue bergs sail, 

And the bows are grey with the frozen spray. 
And the masts are shod with mail. 

Follow the Romany patteran 
Sheer to the Austral Light, 

Where the besom of God is the wild South vind, 
Sweeping the sea-floors white. 

Follow the Romany patteran 
West to the sinking sun, 

Till the junk-sails lift through the houseless drift, 
And the east and the west are one. 

Follow the Romany patteran 
East where the silence broods 

By a purple wave on an opal beach 
In the hush of the Mahim woods. 

‘The wild hawk to the wind-swept sky, 

The deer to the wholesome wold. 

And the heart of a man to the heart of a maid, 
As it was in the days of old.’ 

The heart of a man to the heart of a maid— 
Light of my tents, be fleet. 

Morning waits at the end of the world. 

And the world is all at our feet! 
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THE BALLAD OF THE RED EARL 
1890 

It is not for them to criticize too minutely the 
methods the Irish followed, though they might de¬ 
plore some of their results. During the past few years 
Ireland had been going through what was tantamount 
to a revolution. —earl spencer. 


Red Earl, and will ye take for guide 
The silly camel-birds, 

That ye bury your head in an Irish thorn, 

On a desert of drifting words? 

Ye have followed a man for a God, Red Earl, 
As the Lord o’ Wrong and Right; 

But the day is done with the setting sun— 
Will ye follow into the night? 

He gave you your own old words, Red Earl, 
For food on the wastrel way; 

Will ye rise and eat in the night, Red Earl, 
That fed so full in the day? 

Ye have followed fast, ye have followed far, 
And where did the wandering lead? 

From the day that ye praised the spoken word 
To the day ye must gloss the deed. 
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And as ye have given your hand for gain. 

So must ye give in loss; 

And as ye ha* come to the brink of the pit, 

So must ye loup across. 

For some be rogues in grain, Red Earl, 

And some be rogues in fact, 

And rogues direct and rogues elect; 

But all be rogues in pact. 

Ye have cast your lot with these. Red Earl; 

Take heed to where ye stand. 

Ye have tied a knot with your tongue. Red Earl, 
That ye cannot loose with your hand. 

Ye have travelled fast, ye have travelled far, 

In the grip of a tightening tether. 

Till ye find at the end ye must take for friend 
The quick and their dead together. 

Ye have played with the Law between your Ups, 
And mouthed it daintilee ; 

But the gist o’ the speech is ill to teach, 

For ye say: ‘Let wrong go free.’ 

Red Earl, ye wear the Garter fair, 

And gat your place from a King: 

Do ye make Rebellion of no account, 

And Treason a little thing? 

And have ye weighed your words, Red Earl, 
That stand and speak so high? 
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And is it good that the guilt o’ blood 
Be cleared at the cost of a sigh? 

And is it well, for the sake of peace, 

Our tattered Honour to sell, 

And higgle anew with a tainted crew— 

Red Earl, and is it well? 

Ye have followed fast, ye have followed far, 
On a dark and doubtful way, 

And the road is hard, is hard, Red Earl, 

And the price is yet to pay. 

Ye shall pay that price as ye reap reward 
For the toil of your tongue and pen— 

In the praise of the blamed, and the thanks of 
the shamed, 

And the honour o’ knavish men. 

They scarce shall veil their scorn, Red Earl, 
And the worst at the last shall be, 

When ye tell your heart that it does not know 
And your eye that it does not see. 
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TO JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY 
1890 

RECEIVING A COPY OF HIS RHYMES FOR CHILD , 

Your trail runs to the westward, 

And mine to my own place; 

There is water between our lodges, 

And I have not seen your face. 

But since I have read your verses 
’Tis easy to guess the rest,— 

Because in the hearts of the children 
There is neither East nor West. 

Bom to a thousand fortunes 
Of good or evil hap, 

Once they were kings together, 
Throned in a mother’s lap. 

Surely they know that secret— 

Yellow and black and white— 

When they meet as kings together 
In innocent dreams at night. 

By a moon they all can play with— 
Grubby and grimed and unshod, 

Very happy together, 

And very near to God. 
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Your trail runs to the westward, 

And mine to my own place: 

There is water between our lodges, 
And you cannot see my face.— 

And that is well—for crying 
, Should neither be written nor seen. 
But if I call you Smoke-in-the-Eyes, 

I know you will know what I mean. 
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THE LAST OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE 
1891 

Therb were thirty million English who talked of] ng- 
land’s might, ~ 

There were twenty broken troopers who lacked a bed 
for the night. 

They had neither food nor money, they had nei her 
service nor trade; 

They were only shiftless soldiers, the last of the L ght 
Brigade. 

They felt that life was fleeting; they knew not that: art 
was long, 

That though they were dying of famine, they lived in 
deathless song. 

They asked for a little money to keep the wolf from 
the door; 

And the thirty million English sent twenty pounds 
and four! 

They laid their heads together that were scarred and 
lined and grey; 

Keen were the Russian sabres, but want was keener 
than they; 

And an old Troop-Sergeant muttered, ‘Let us go to 
the man who writes 

The things on Balaclava the kiddies at school recites.’ 
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They went without bands or colours, a regiment ten 
file strong, 

To look for the Master-singer who had crowned them 
all in his song; 

And, waiting his servant’s order, by the garden gate 
they stayed, 

A desolate little cluster, the last of the Light Brigade. 


They strove to stand to attention, to straighten the toil- 
bowed back; 

They drilled on an empty stomach, the loose-knit files 
fell slack; 

With stooping of weary shoulders, in garments tattered 
and frayed, 

They shambled into his presence, the last of the Light 
Brigade. 


The old Troop-Sergeant was spokesman, and ‘Beggin’ 
your pardon,’ he said, 

‘You wrote o’ the Light Brigade, sir. Here’s all that 
isn’t dead. 

An’ it’s all come true what you wrote, sir, regardin’ 
the mouth of Hell; 

For we’re all of us nigh to the workhouse, an’ we 
thought we’d call an’ tell. 


‘No, thank you, we don’t want food, sir; but couldn’t 
you take an’ write 

A sort of “to be continued” and “see next page” o’ 
the fight? 
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We think that some one has blundered, an’ couldn’t 
you tell ’em how? 

You wrote we were heroes once, sir. Please, write we 
are starving now.’ 

The poor little army departed, limping and lean and 
forlorn. 

And the heart of the Master-singer grew hot ' vith 
‘the scorn of scorn.’ 

And he wrote for them wonderful verses that sa rept 
the land like flame, 

Till the fatted souls of the English were scourged 1 vith 
the thing called Shame. 

O thirty million English that babble of Englaid’s 
might, 

Behold, there are twenty heroes who lack their food 
to-night; 

Our children’s children are lisping to ‘honour the 
charge they made’— 

And we leave to the streets and the workhouse the 
charge of the Light Brigade! 



MISCELLANEOUS 


IN THE MATTER OF ONE COMPASS 

1892 

When, foot to wheel and back to wind, 
The helmsman dare not look behind. 

But hears beyond his compass-light 
The blind bow thunder through the night, 
And, like a harpstring ere it snaps, 

The rigging sing beneath the caps; 

Above the shriek of storm in sail 
Or rattle of the blocks blown free, 
Set for the peace beyond the gale. 

This song the Needle sings the Sea:— 

Oh, drunken Wave! Oh, driving Cloud! 

Rage of the Deep and sterile Rain, 

By Love upheld, by God allowed. 

We go, but we return again! 

When leagued about the ’wildered boat 
The rainbow Jellies fill and float. 

And, lilting where the layer lingers, 

The Starfish trips on all her fingers; 

Where, ’neath his myriad spines ashock, 
The Sea-egg ripples down the rock. 

An orange wonder dimly guessed 
From darkness where the Cuttles rest. 
Moored o’er the darker deeps that hide 
The blind white Sea-snake and his bride, 
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Who, drowsing, nose the long-lost Ships 
Let down through darkness to their lips— 
Safe-swung above the glassy death. 

Hear what the constant Needle saith:— 

Oh, lisping Reef l Oh, listless Cloud, 

In slumber on a pulseless main! 

By Love upheld, by God allowed. 

We go, but we return again! 

E’en so through Tropic and through Trad 
Awed by the shadow of new skies. 

As we shall watch old planets fade 
And mark the stranger stars arise. 

So, surely, back through Sun and Cloud, 
So, surely, from the outward main. 

By Love recalled, by God allowed. 

Shall we return—return again! 

Yea, we return—return again! 
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THE DOVE OF DACCA 
1892 

The freed dove flew to the Rajah’s tower— 

Fled from the slaughter of Moslem Kings— 

And the thorns have covered the city of Gaur. 

Dove—dove—oh, homing dove! 

Little white traitor, with woe on thy wings! 

The Rajah of Dacca rode under the wall; 

He set in his bosom a dove of flight— 

‘If she return, be sure that I fall.’ 

Dove—dove—oh, homing dove! 

Pressed to his heart in the thick of the fight. 

‘Fire the palace, the fort, and the keep— 

Leave to the foeman no spoil at all. 

In the flame of the palace lie down and sleep 
If the dove—if the dove—if the homing dove 
Come, and alone, to the palace wall.’ 

The Kings of the North they were scattered abroad- 
The Rajah of Dacca he slew them all. 

Hot from slaughter he stooped at the ford, 

And the dove—the dove—oh, the homing dove! 
She thought of her cote on the palace wall. 

She opened her wings and she flew away— 
Fluttered away beyond recall; 

She came to the palace at break of day. 
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Dove—dove—oh, homing dove. 

Flying so fast for a kingdom’s fall! 

The Queens of Dacca they slept in flame— 

Slept in the flame of the palace old— 

To save their honour from Moslem shame. 

And the dove—the dove—oh, the homing d >ve. 
She cooed to her young where the smoke-cloi id 
rolled. 

The Rajah of Dacca rode far and fleet. 

Followed as fast as a horse could fly. 

He came and the palace was black at his feet; 

And the dove—the dove—the homing dove 
Circled alone in the stainless sky. 

So the dove flew to the Rajah’s tower— 

Fled from the slaughter of Moslem Kings; 

So the thorns covered the city of Gaur, 

And Dacca was lost for a white dove’s wings. 
Dove—dove—oh, homing dove! 

Dacca is lost from the Roll of the Kings! 
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PAN IN VERMONT 

1893 

About the 15th of this month you may expect our 

Mr.-, with the usual Spring Seed, etc., Catalogues. 

—Florists' Announcement. 

It’s forty in the shade to-day, the spouting eaves de¬ 
clare; 

The boulders nose above the drift, the southern slopes 
are bare; 

Hub-deep in slush Apollo’s car swings north along 
the Zod¬ 
iac. Good lack, the Spring is back, and Pan is on the 
road! 

His house is Gee & Tellus’ Sons—so goes his jest with 
men— 

He sold us Zeus knows what last year; he’ll take us in 
again. 

Disguised behind a livery-team, fur-coated, rubber- 
shod— 

Yet Apis from the bull-pen lows—he knows his brother 
God! 

Now down the lines of tasselled pines the yearning 
whispers wake— 

Pithys of old, thy love behold! Come in for Hermes’ 
sake! 
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How long since that so-Boston boot with reeling 
Maenads ran? 

Numen adest! Let be the rest. Pipe and we pay, O 
Pan. 

(What though his phlox and hollyhocks ere 1 alf a 
month demised? 

What though his ampelopsis clambered not as a> Iver- 
tised? 

Though every seed was guaranteed and every stai»dard 
true— 

Forget, forgive, they did not live! Believe and buy 
anew!) 

Now o’er a careless knee he flings the painted page 
abroad— 

Such bloom hath never eye beheld this side the Eden 
Sword; 

Such fruit Pomona marks her own, yea, Liber over¬ 
sees, 

That we may reach (one dollar each) the Lost Hes- 

! 



Serene, assenting, unabashed, he writes our orders 
down:— 

Blue Asphodel on all our paths—a few true bays for 
crown— 

Uncankered bud, immortal flower, and leaves that 
never fall— 

Apples of Gold, of Youth, of Health—and—thank you, 
Pan, that’s all. . .. 
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He’s off along the drifted pent to catch the Windsor 
train, 

And swindle every citizen from Keene to Lake Champ¬ 
lain; 

But where his goat’s-hoof cut the crust—beloved, look 
below— 

He’s left us (I’ll forgive him all) the may-flower ’neath 
her snow! 
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‘BOBS’ 

1893 

(FIELD-MARSHAL LORD ROBERTS OF KANDAHar) 

There’s a little red-faced man. 

Which is Bobs, 

Rides the tallest ’orse ’e can— 

Our Bobs. 

If it bucks or kicks or rears, 

’E can sit for twenty years 
With a smile round both ’is ears— 

Can’t )er, Bobs? 


Then ’ere’s to Bobs Bahadur—little Bobs, 
Bobs, Bobs! 

’E’s our pukka Kandaharder— 

Fightin’ Bobs, Bobs, Bobs! 

’E’s the Dook of Aggy Chel; 1 
’E’s the man that done us well, 

An’ we’ll follow ’im to ’ell— 

Won’t we, Bobs? 

If a limber’s slipped a trace, 

’Ook on Bobs. 

If a marker’s lost ’is place, 

Dress by Bobs. 

1 Get ahead. 
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For ’e’s eyes all up ’is coat, 

An’ a bugle in ’is throat, 

An’ you will not play the goat 
Under Bobs. 

’E’s a little down on drink, 
Chaplain Bobs; 

But it keeps us outer Clink— 
Don’t it, Bobs? 

So we will not complain 
Tho’ ’e’s water on the brain, 

If ’e leads us straight again— 
Blue-light 1 Bobs. 

If you stood ’im on ’is ’ead, 

Father Bobs, 

You could spill a quart of lead 
Outer Bobs. 

’E’s been at it thirty years, 
An-amassin’ souveneers 
In the way o’ slugs an’ spears— 
Ain’t yer, Bobs? 

What ’e does not know o’ war, 
Gen’ral Bobs, 

You can arst the shop next door— 
Can’t they, Bobs? 

Oh, ’e’s little but ’e’s wise, 

’E’s a terror for ’is size, 

An’—’ e—does—not—advertise— 

Do yer, Bobs? 

1 Temperance. 
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Now they’ve made a bloomin’ Lord 
Outer Bobs, 

Which was but ’is fair reward— 

Weren’t it, Bobs? 

So ’e’ll wear a coronet 
Where ’is ’elmet used to set; 

But we know you won’t forget— 

Will yer, Bobs? 

Then ’ere’s to Bobs Bahadur—little Bob: , 
Bobs, Bobs! 

Pocket-Wellin’ton an’ arder 1 — 

Fightin’ Bobs, Bobs, Bobs! 

This ain’t no bloomin’ ode, 

But you’ve ’elped the soldier’s load, 

An’ for benefits bestowed, 

Bless yer, Bobs! 

1 And a half. 
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THE QUEST 
1896 

The Knight came home from the quest, 
Muddied and sore he came. 

Battered of shield and crest. 

Bannerless, bruised and lame. 

Fighting we take no shame, 

Better is man for a fall. 

Merrily borne, the bugle-horn 
Answered the warder’s call! 

‘Here is my lance to mend (Haro!), 

Here is my horse to be shot! 

Ay, they were strong, and the fight was long 
But I paid as good as I got! 

‘Oh, dark and deep their van, 

That mocked my battle-cry. 

I could not miss my man, 

But I could not carry by: 

Utterly whelmed was I, 

Flung under, horse and all.’ 

Merrily borne, the bugle-horn 
Answered the warder’s call! 

‘My wounds are noised abroad; 

But theirs my foemen cloaked. 

Ye see my broken sword— 

But never the blades she broke; 
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Paying them stroke for stroke, 

Good handsel over all.’ 

Merrily borne, the bugle-horn 
Answered the warder’s call! 

‘My shame ye count and know. 

Ye say the quest is vain. 

Ye have not seen my foe. 

Ye have not told his slain. 

Surely he tights again, again; 

But when ye prove his line, 

There shall come to your aid my brok n blade 
In the last, lost fight of mine! 

And here is my lance to mend (Haro!) 

And here is my horse to be shot! 

Ay, they were strong, and the fight was long; 
But I paid as good as I got!’ 
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THE VAMPIRE 
1897 

A fool there was and he made his prayer 
(Even as you and I!) 

To a rag and a bone and a hank of hair 
(We called her the woman who did not care) 
But the fool he called her his lady fair— 
(Even as you and I!) 

Oh, the years we waste and the tears we waste 
And the work of our head and hand 
Belong to the woman who did not know 
(And now we know that she never could know) 
And did not understand! 

A fool there was and his goods he spent 
(Even as you and I!) 

Honour and faith and a sure intent 
(And it wasn’t the least what the lady meant) 
But a fool must follow his natural bent 
(Even as you and I!) 

Oh, the toil we lost and the spoil we lost 
And the excellent things we planned 
Belong to the woman who didn’t know why 
{And now we know that she never knew why) 
And did not understand! 
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The fool was stripped to his foolish hide 
(Even as you and I!) 

Which she might have seen when she threw him 
aside— 

(But it isn’t on record the lady tried) 

So some of him lived, but the most of him died— 
(Even as you and I!) 

And it isn't the shame and it isn't the blame 
That stings like a white-hot brand— 

It's coming to know that she never knew why 
(Seeing, at last, she could never know why) 

And never could understand! 
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VERSES ON GAMES 

(To An Almanac of Twelve Sports , 
by W. Nicholson, 1898) 

Here is a horse to tame — 

Here is a gun to handle — 

God knows you can enter the game 
If you ll only pay for the same. 

And the price of the game is a candle— 
A single flickering candle! 


JANUARY 

Hunting 

Certes, it is a noble sport. 

And men have quitted selle and swum for’t. 
But I am of the meeker sort 
And I prefer Surtees in comfort. 

Reach me my Handley Cross again. 

My run, where never danger lurks, is 
With Jorrocks and his deathless train— 

Pigg, Binjimin, and Artaxerxes. 


FEBRUARY 

Coursing 

Most men harry the world for fun— 
Each man seeks it a different way. 
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But ‘of all the daft devils under the sun, 

A greyhound’s the daftest,’ says Jorrocks J. 

MARCH 

Racing 

The horse is ridden—the jockey rides— 
The backers back—the owners own— 
But. . . there are lots of things besides, 
And I should let this game alone. 


APRIL 

Rowing 

The Pope of Rome he could not win 

From pleasant meats and pleasant sin 

These who, replying not, submit 

Unto the Curses of the Pit 

Which that stern Coach (oh, greater shame!) 

Flings forth by number not by name. 

Can Triple Crown or Jesuit’s oath 
Do what one wrathful trainer doth? 


MAY 

Fishing 

Behold a parable. A fished for B ; 

C took her bait; her heart being set on D. 
Thank Heaven who cooled your blood and 
cramped your wishes, 

Men and not Gods torment you, little fishes! 
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JUNE 

Cricket 

Thank God Who made the British Isles 
And taught me how to play, 

I do not worship crocodiles. 

Or bow the knee to clay! 

Give me a willow wand and I 
With hide and cork and twine 
From century to century 
Will gambol round my shrine! 

JULY 

Archery 

The child of the ’Nineties considers with laughter 
The maid whom his sire in the ’Sixties ran after. 
While careering himself in pursuit of a girl whom 
The ’Twenties will dub a ‘last-century heirloom.’ 


AUGUST 

Coaching 

The Pious Horse to church may trot, 

A maid may work a man’s salvation. . 
Four horses and a girl are not, 

However, roads to reformation. 


206 



VERSES ON GAMES 


SEPTEMBER 

Shooting 

‘Peace upon Earth, Goodwill to men’— 

So greet we Christmas Day! 

Oh, Christian, load your gun and then, 

Oh, Christian, out and slay. 

OCTOBER 

Golf 

Why Golf is Art and Art is Golf 
We have not far to seek— 

So much depends upon the lie, 

So much upon the cleek. 

NOVEMBER 

Boxing 

Read here the moral roundly writ 
For him who into battle goes— 

Each soul that, hitting hard or hit, 

Endureth gross or ghostly foes. 

Prince, blown by many overthrows. 

Half blind with shame, half choked with dirt, 
Man cannot tell , but Allah knows 
How much the other side was hurt! 

DECEMBER 

Skating 

Over the ice she flies 
Perfect and poised and fair. 
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Stars in my true-love’s eyes 
Teach me to do and to dare. 
Now will I fly as she flies— 
Woe for the stars that misled! 
Stars I beheld in her eyes, 

Now do I see in my head! 


Now we must come away. 

What are you out of pocket? 

’Sorry to spoil your play 
But somebody says we must pay, 

And the candle's down to the socket— 
Its horrible tallowy socket. 
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THE ABSENT-MINDED BEGGAR 
1899 

(for THE FUND FOR THE BENEFIT OF SOLDIER! ’ 
WIVES AND CHILDREN, SOUTH AFRICAN WAB) 

When you’ve shouted ‘Rule Britannia,’ when y< iu’ve 
sung ‘God save the Queen,’ 

When you’ve finished killing Kruger with pour 
mouth, 

Will you kindly drop .1 shilling in my little taml our- 
ine 

For a gentleman in khaki ordered South? 

He’s an absent-minded beggar, and his weaknesses are 
great— 

But we and Paul must take him as we find him— 

He is out on active service, wiping something off a 
slate— 

And he’s left a lot of little things behind him! 

Duke’s son—cook’s son—son of a hundred Kings— 
(Fifty thousand horse and foot going to Table Bay!) 

Each of ’em doing his country’s work 
(and who’s to look after their things?) 

Pass the hat for your credit’s sake, 
and pay—pay—pay! 

There are girls he married secret, asking no permis¬ 
sion to, 

For he knew he wouldn’t get it if he did. 
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There is gas and coals and vittles, and the house-rent 
falling due, 

And it’s more than rather likely there’s a kid. 

There are girls he walked with casual. They’ll be sorry 
now he’s gone, 

For an absent-minded beggar they will find him, 

But it ain’t the time for sermons with the winter 
coming on, 

We must help the girl that Tommy’s left behind 
him! 

Cook’s son—Duke’s son—son of a belted Earl- 

Son of a Lambeth publican—it’s all the same to-day! 

Each of ’em doing his country’s work 

(and who’s to look after the girl?) 

Pass the hat for your credit’s sake, 
and pay—pay—pay! 

There are families by thousands, far too proud to beg 
or speak, 

And they’ll put their sticks and bedding up the spout, 

And they’ll live on half o’ nothing, paid ’em punctual 
once a week, 

’Cause the man that earns the wage is ordered out. 

He’s an absent-minded beggar, but he heard his 
country call, 

And his Reg’ment didn’t need to send to find him! 

He chucked his job and joined it—so the job before 
us all 

Is to help the home that Tommy’s left behind him! 

Duke’s job—cook’s job—gardener, baronet, groom, 

Mews or palace or paper-shop, there’s some one 
gone away! 
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Each of ’em doing his country’s work 
(and who’s to look after the room?) 

Pass the hat for your credit’s sake, 
and pay—pay—pay! 

Let us manage so as, later, we can look him in the 
face, 

And tell him—what he’d very much prefer— 

That, while he saved the Empire, his employer; aved 
his place, 

And his mates (that’s you and me) looked oi t for 
her. 

He’s an absent-minded beggar and he may for; ;et it 
all, 

But we do not want his kiddies to remind hir 1 

That we sent ’em to the workhouse while their diddy 
hammered Paul, 

So we’ll help the homes that Tommy left: behind 
him! 

Cook’s home—Duke’s home—home of a millionaire— 
(Fifty thousand horse and foot going to Table Bay!) 

Each of ’em doing his country’s work 
(and what have you got to spare?) 

Pass the hat for your credit’s sake, 
and pay—pay—pay! 
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A SONG OF THE WHITE MEN 
1899 

(SOUTH AFRICAN WAR) 

Now, this is the cup the White Men drink 
When they go to right a wrong, 

And that is the cup of the old world’s hate— 

Cruel and strained and strong. 

We have drunk that cup—and a bitter, bitter cup— 
And tossed the dregs away. 

But well for the world when the White Men drink 
To the dawn of the White Man’s day! 

Now, this is the road that the White Men tread 
When they go to clean a land- 

iron underfoot and levin overhead 
And the deep on either hand. 

We have trod that road—and a wet and windy road— 
Our chosen star for guide. 

Oh, well for the world when the White Men tread 
Their highway side by side! 

Now, this is the faith that the White Men hold 
When they build their homes afar— 

‘Freedom for ourselves and freedom for our sons 
And, failing freedom, War.’ 

We have proved our faith—bear witness to our faith, 
Dear souls of freemen slain! 

Oh, well for the world when the White Men join 
To prove their faith again! 
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ST. PATRICK’S DAY 
1900 

(SOUTH AFRICAN WAR) 

(When Queen Victoria authorised Irish soldi* rs to 
wear a sprig of shamrock in their headgear or this 
national festival.) 

Oh ! Terence dear, and did you hear 
The news that’s going round? 

The Shamrock’s Erin’s badge by law 
Where’er her sons are found. 

From Bobsfontein to Ballyhoek 
’Tis ordered by the Queen— 

We’ve won our right in open fight, 

The Wearin’ of the Green! 

We sailed upon commando 
To verneuk 1 our Brother Boer— 

A landlord and a Protestant, 

What could the bhoys want more? 

But Redmond cursed and Dillon wept, 

And swore ’twas shame and sin; 

So we went out and commandeered 
The Green they dared not win. 

’Twas past the wit of man, they said, 

Our North and South to join— 

1 Outwit. 
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Not all Tugela’s blood could flood 
The black and bitter Boyne; 

But Bobs arranged a miracle 
(He does it now and then), 

For he’ll be Duke of Orange, sure. 

So we’ll be Orange men! 

Take hold! The Green’s above the red. 

But deep in blood ’tis dyed, 

We plucked it under Mauser-fire 
Along the trenched hillside: 

Talana’s rush, the siege, the drift. 

The Fight of Fourteen Days, 

Bring back what’s more than England’s rose 
And dearer than her praise! 

God heal our women’s breaking hearts 
In Ireland far away! 

An’ Mary tell the news to those 
That fell before this day— 

Dear careless bhoys that laughed and died 
By kopje and fontein— 

Our dead that won the living prize— 

The Wearin’ of the Green! 
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G. W. STEEVENS 

(DIED IN LADYSMITH, I5TH JANUARY 1900) 

Through war and pestilence, red siege and f re. 
Silent and self-contained he drew his bread 1, 
Too brave for show of courage—his desire 
Truth as he saw it, even to the death. 
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A NEW ‘AULD LANG SYNE’ 

(WRITTEN IN AID OF THE FREE STATE AND LONDON 

WIDOWS* AND orphans’ FUND, BLOEMFONTEIN, 1900) 

We welcome to our hearts to-night our kinsmen from 
afar, 

Brothers in an Empire’s fight, and comrades of our 
war. 

For Auld Lang Syne, my lads, and the fights of Auld 
Lang Syne, 

We drink our cup of fellowship to the fights of Auld 
Lang Syne. 

The shamrock, thistle, leek, and rose with heath and 
wattle twine, 

And maple from Canadian snows, for the sake of Auld 
Lang Syne. 

For Auld Lang Syne take hands from London to the 
Line, 

Good luck to those who toiled with us since the days 
of Auld Lang Syne. 

Again, to all we hold most dear in life we left behind. 

The wives we wooed, the bairns we kissed, and the 
loves of Auld Lang Syne. 

For surely you have your sweetheart, and surely I 
have mine— 

We toast her name in silence here and the girls of 
Auld Lang Syne. 
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And last to him, the little man who led our fighting 
line 

From Kabul to Kandahar in the days of Auld Lang 
Syne. 

For Auld Lang Syne and ‘Bobs,’ our chief of Auld 
Lang Syne, 

We’re here to do his work again as we did in Auld 
Lang Syne. 
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KIMBERLEY 

INSCRIPTION ON THE MEMORIAL TO THOSE WHO FELL 
DURING THE SIEGE 

1901 

This for a charge to our children, in sign of the price 
we paid, 

The price we paid for freedom, which comes unsoiled 
to our hand. 

Read, revere and uncover—Here are the victors laid, 
They who died for the city, being sons of the land. 
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THE RUNNERS 

(INDIAN FRONTIER, 1904) 

(From Traffics and Discoveries) 

News! 

What is the word that they tell now—now—no v! 
The little drums beating in the bazars? 

They beat (among the buyers and the sellers] 

‘ Nimrud—ah, Nirnrud! 

God sends a gnat against Nimrud!’ 

Watchers, O Watchers a thousand! 

News! 

At the edge of the crops—now—now—where the well- 
wheels are halted, 

One prepares to loose the bullocks and one scrapes his 
hoe, 

They beat (among the sowers and the reapers) 
‘Nimrud—ah, Nimrud! 

God prepares an ill day for Nimrud!’ 

Watchers, O Watchers ten thousand! 

News! 

By the fires of the camps—now—now—where the 
travellers meet. 

Where the camels come in and the horses, their men 
conferring, 

They beat (among the packmen and the drivers) 
‘Nimrud—ah, Nimrud! 
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Thus it befell last noon to Nimrud!' 

Watchers, O Watchers an hundred thousand! 

News! 

Under the shadow of the border-peels—now—now- 
now! 

In the rocks of the passes where the expectant shoe 
their horses, 

They beat (among the rifles and the riders) 
'Nimrud—ah, Nimrud! 

Shall we go up against Nimrud?’ 

Watchers, O Watchers a thousand thousand! 

News! 

Bring out the heaps of grain—open the account-books 
again! 

Drive forward the well-bullocks against the taxable 
harvest! 

Eat and lie under the trees—pitch the police-guarded 
fair-grounds, O dancers! 

Hide away the rifles and let down the ladders from 
the watch-towers! 

They beat (among all the peoples) 

‘ Now — now — now! 

God has reserved the Sword for Nimrud! 

God has given Victory to Nimrud! 

Let us abide under NimrudT 

O Well-disposed and Heedful, an hundred thou¬ 
sand thousand! 
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THE SONG OF THE OLD GUARD 
1904 

(ARMY REFORM—AFTER THE SOUTH AFRICAN WAR) 

(From Traffics and Discoveries) 

‘Know this, my brethren, Heaven is clear 
And all the clouds are gone— 

The Proper Sort shall flourish now. 

Good times are coming on’— 

The evil that was threatened late 
To all of our degree 
Hath passed in discord and debate, 

And, Hey then up go we! 

A common people strove in vain 
To shame us unto toil. 

But they are spent and we remain, 

And we shall share the spoil 
According to our several needs 
As Beauty shall decree, 

As Age ordains or Birth concedes, 

And, Hey then up go we! 

And they that with accursed zeal 
Our Service would amend, 

Shall own the odds and come to heel 
Ere worse befall their end: 
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For though no naked word be wrote 
Yet plainly shall they see 
What pinneth Orders on their coat, 

And, Hey then up go we! 

Our doorways that, in time of fear, 

We opened over-wide 
Shall softly close from year to year 
Till all be purified; 

For though no fluttering fan be heard 
Nor chaff be seen to flee— 

The Lord shall winnow the Lord’s Preferred— 
And, Hey then up go we! 

Our altars which the heathen brake 
Shall rankly smoke anew, 

And anise, mint, and cummin take 
Their dread and sovereign due; 

Whereby the buttons of our trade 
Shall soon restored be 
With curious work in gilt and braid, 

And, Hey then up go we! 

Then come, my brethren, and prepare 
The candlesticks and bells, 

The scarlet, brass, and badger’s hair 
Wherein our Honour dwells, 

And straidy fence and stricdy keep 
The Ark’s integrity 
Till Armageddon break our sleep . . . 

And, Hey then up go we! 
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RHODES MEMORIAL, TABLE MOUNTAIN 

1905 

(From a letter written to Sir Herbert Baker, B.A., 
when the form of the Memorial was under discussi on.) 

As tho’ again—yea, even once again, 

We should rewelcome to our stewardship 
The rider with the loose-flung bridle-rein 
And chance-plucked twig for whip, 

The down-turned liat-brim, and the eyes ben ;ath 
Alert, devouring—and the imperious hand 
Ordaining matters swiftly to bequeath 
Perfect the work he planned. 
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THE RUNES ON WELAND’S SWORD 

1906 

(From Puck of Pook’s Hill ) 

A Smith makes me 
To betray my Man 
In my first fight. 

To gather Gold 
At the world’s end 
I am sent. 

The Gold I gather 
Comes into England 
Out of deep W ater. 

Like a shining Fish 
Then it descends 
Into deep Water. 

It is not given 
For goods or gear. 

But for The Thing. 

The Gold I gather 
A King covets 
For an ill use. 

The Gold I gather 
Is drawn up 
Out of deep Water. 
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Like a shining Fish 
Then it descends 
Into deep Water. 

It is not given 
For goods or gear. 

But for The Thing. 
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THE FIRES 

(Prelude to Collected Verse, 1907) 

Men make them fires on the hearth 
Each under his roof-tree, 

And the Four Winds that rule the earth 
They blow the smoke to me. 

Across the high hills and the sea 
And all the changeful skies, 

The Four Winds blow the smoke to me 
Till the tears are in my eyes— 

Until the tears are in my eyes 
And my heart is wellnigh broke 
For thinking on old memories 
That gather in the smoke. 

With every shift of every wind 
The homesick memories come, 

From every quarter of mankind 
Where I have made me a home. 

Four times a fire against the cold 
And a roof against the rain— 

Sorrow fourfold and joy fourfold 
The Four Winds bring again! 

How can I answer which is best 
Of all the fires that bum? 
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I have been too often host or guest 
At every fire in turn. 

How can I turn from any fire 
On any man’s hearthstone? 

I know the wonder and desire 
That went to build my own! 

How can I doubt man’s joy or woe 
Where’er his house-fires shine, 

Since all that man must undergo 
Will visit me at mine? 

Oh, you Four Winds that blow so strong 
And know that this is true, 

Stoop for a little and carry my song 
To all the men I knew! 

Where there are fires against the cold, 

Or roofs against the rain— 

With love fourfold and joy fourfold, 
Take them my songs again! 
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PHILADELPHIA 

1910 

(From Rewards and Fairies) 

If you’re off to Philadelphia in the morning, 

You mustn’t take my stories for a guide. 

There’s litde left, indeed, of the city you will read of, 
And all the folk I write about have died. 

Now few will understand if you mention Talleyrand, 
Or remember what his cunning and his skill did; 
And the cabmen at the wharf do not know Count 
Zinzendorf, 

Nor the Church in Philadelphia he builded. 

It is gone, gone, gone with Lost Atlantis 
(Never say I didn’t give you warning). 

In Seventeen Ninety-three ’twas there for all to 
see, 

But it’s not in Philadelphia this morning. 

If you’re off to Philadelphia in the morning, 

You mustn’t go by anything I’ve said. 

Bob Bicknell’s Southern Stages have been laid aside 
for ages, 

But the Limited will take you there instead. 

Toby Hirte can’t be seen at One Hundred and 
Eighteen 

North Second Street—no matter when you call; 
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And I fear you’ll search in vain for the wash-house 
down the lane 

Where Pharaoh played the fiddle at the ball. 

It is gone, gone, gone with Thebes the Golden 
(Never say I didn’t give you warning). 

In Seventeen Ninety-four ’twas a famous lan¬ 
cing floor, 

But it’s not in Philadelphia this morning. 

If you’re off to Philadelphia in the morning, 

You must telegraph for rooms at some Hotel. 

You needn’t try your luck at Epply’s or ‘The Bi ick,’ 
Though the Father of his Country liked them 'veil. 
It is not the slightest use to inquire for Adam Goos, 
Or to ask where Pastor Meder has removed—! o 
You must treat as out-of-date the story I relate 
Of the Church in Philadelphia he loved so. 

He is gone, gone, gone with Martin Luther 
(Never say I didn’t give you warning). 

In Seventeen Ninety-five he was (rest his soul!) 
alive, 

But he’s not in Philadelphia this morning. 

If you’re off to Philadelphia this morning, 

And wish to prove the truth of what I say, 

I pledge my word you’ll find the pleasant land behind 
Unaltered since Red Jacket rode that way. 

Still the pine-woods scent the noon; still die catbird 
sings his tune; 

Still autumn sets the maple-forest blazing; 
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Still the grape-vine through the dusk flings her soul- 
compelling musk; 

Still the fire-flies in the com make night amazing! 

They are there, there, therewith Earth immortal 
(Citizens, I give you friendly warning). 

The tilings that truly last when men and times 
have passed, 

They are all in Pennsylvania this morning! 
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A BOY SCOUTS’ PATROL SONG 
1913 

These are our regulations— 

There’s just one law for the Scout 
And the first and the last, and the presenr and 
the past. 

And the future and the perfect is ‘Look o it!’ 

I, thou, and he, look out! 

We, ye, and they, look out! 

Though you didn’t or you wouldn’t 
Or you hadn’t or you couldn’t; 

You jolly well must look out! 

Look out, when you start for the day, 

That your kit is packed to your mind; 

There is no use going away 
With half of it left behind. 

Look out that your laces are tight, 

And your boots are easy and stout. 

Or you’ll end with a blister at night. 

( Chorus ) All Patrols look out! 

Look out for the birds of the air. 

Look out for the beasts of the field— 

They’ll tell you how and where 
The other side’s concealed. 

When the blackbird bolts from the copse, 

Or the cattle are staring about, 

The wise commander stops 
And (Chorus) All Patrols look out! 
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Look out when your front is clear, 

And you feel you are bound to win. 

Look out for your flank and your rear— 
That’s where surprises begin. 

For the rusde that isn’t a rat, 

For the splash that isn’t a trout. 

For the boulder that may be a hat 
( Chorus ) All Patrols look out! 

For the innocent knee-high grass. 

For the ditch that never tells. 

Look out! Look out ere you pass— 

And look out for everything else! 

A sign mis-read as you run 
May turn retreat to a rout— 

For all things tinder the sun 
( Chorus ) All Patrols look out! 

Look out when your temper goes 
At the end of a losing game; 

When your boots are too tight for your toes. 
And you answer and argue and blame. 

It’s the hardest part of the Law, 

But it has to be learnt by the Scout— 

For whining and shirking and ‘jaw’ 

( Chorus ) All Patrols look out! 
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THE GREEK NATIONAL ANTHEM 
(Translated) 

1918 

We knew thee of old. 

Oh, divinely restored, 

By the light of thine eyes 
And the light of thy Sword. 

From the graves of our slain 
Shall thy valour prevail 
As we greet thee again— 

Hail, Liberty! Hail! 

Long time didst thou dwell 
’Mid the peoples that mourn. 
Awaiting some voice 
That should bid thee return. 

Ah, slow broke that day 
And no man dared call. 

For the shadow of tyranny 
Lay over all: 

And we saw thee sad-eyed. 

The tears on thy cheeks 
While thy raiment was dyed 
In the blood of the Greeks. 
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Yet, behold now thy sons 
With impetuous breath 
Go forth to the fight 
Seeking Freedom or Death. 

From the graves of our slain 
Shall thy valour prevail 
As we greet thee again— 

Hail, Liberty! Hail! 


234 



THE SCHOLARS 


THE SCHOLARS 
1919 

‘Some hundreds of the younger naval officers w hose 
education was interrupted by the War are now to be 
sent to various colleges at Cambridge to continue "heir 
studies. The experiment will be watched with ;,;reat 
interest .’—Daily Papers . 

‘Oh, show me how a rose can shut and be a bud agan /’ 
Nay, watch my Lords of the Admiralty, for they nave 
the work in train. 

They have taken the men that were careless lads at 
Dartmouth in ’Fourteen 

And entered them into the landward schools as though 
no war had been. 

They have piped the children off all the seas from the 
Falklands to the Bight, 

And quartered them on the Colleges to learn to read 
and write! 

Their books were rain and sleet and fog—the dry gale 
and the snow, 

Their teachers were the homed mines and the hump¬ 
backed Death below. 

Their schools were walled by the walking mist and 
roofed by the waiting skies, 

When they conned their task in a new-sown field with 
the Moonlight Sacrifice. 
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They were not rated too young to teach, nor reckoned 
unfit to guide 

When they formed their class on Helles’ beach at the 
bows of the River Clyde. 

Their eyes are sunk by endless watch, their faces 
roughed by the spray, 

Their feet are drawn by the wet sea-boots they changed 
not night or day 

When they guarded the six-knot convoy’s flank on 
the road to Norroway. 

Their ears are stuffed with the week-long roar of the 
West-Atlantic gale 

When the sloops were watching the Irish Shore from 
Galway to Kinsale. 

Their hands are scored where the life-lines cut or the 
dripping funnel-stays 

When they followed their leader at thirty knot be¬ 
tween the Skaw and the Naze. 

Their mouths are filled with the magic words they 
learned at the collier’s hatch 

When they coaled in the foul December dawns and 
sailed in the forenoon-watch; 

Or measured the weight of a Pentland tide and the 
wind offRonaldshay, 

Till die target mastered the breathless tug and the 
hawser carried away. 

They know the price to be paid for a fault—for a 
gauge-clock wrongly read, 

Or a picket-boat to the gangway brought bows-on 
and full-ahead, 
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Or the drowsy second’s lack of thought that costs a 
dozen dead. 

They have touched a knowledge outreaching speech 
—as when the cutters were sent 

To harvest the dreadful mile of beach after the Van¬ 
guard went. 

They have learned great faith and little fear and a 
high heart in distress, 

And how to suffer each sodden year of heapeil-up 
weariness. 

They have borne the bridle upon their lips and the 
yoke upon their neck, 

Since they went down to the sea in ships to sav< the 
world from wreck— 

Since the chests were slung down the College sti ir at 
Dartmouth in ’Fourteen, 

And now they are quit of the sea-affair as thouga no 
war had been. 

Far have they steamed and much have they known, 
and most would they fain forget; 

But now they are come to their joyous own with all 
the world in their debt. 


Soft—blow soft on them, little East Wind! Be smooth 
for them, mighty stream! 

Though the cams they use are not of your kind, and 
they bump, for choice, by steam. 

Lightly dance with them, Newnham maid—but none 
too lightly believe. 

They are hot from the fifty-month blockade, and they 
carry their hearts on their sleeve. 


237 



MISCELLANEOUS 


Tenderly, Proctor, let them down, if they do not walk 
as they should: 

For, by God, if they owe you half a crown, you owe 
’em your four years’ food! 


Hallowed River, most gracious Trees, Chapel beyond 
compare, 

Here be gendemen tired of the seas—take them into 
your care. 

Far have they come, much have they braved. Give 
them their hour of play, 

While the hidden things their hands have saved work 
for them day by day: 

Till the grateful Past their youth redeemed return 
them their youth once more, 

And the Soul of the Child at last lets fall the unjust 
load that it bore! 
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‘GREAT-HEART’ 

(THEODORE ROOSEVELT, DIED 6TH JANUARY, I919) 

The interpreter then called for a man-servant of his, 
one Great-Heart.—Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress. 

Concerning brave Captains 
Our age hath made known 
For all men to honour, 

One standeth alone, 

Of whom, o’er both oceans, 

Both peoples may say: 

‘Our realm is diminished 
With Great-Heart away.’ 

In purpose unsparing. 

In action no less, 

The labours he praised 
He would seek and profess . 

Through travail and battle, 

At hazard and pain. . . . 

And our world is none the braver 
Since Great-Heart was ta’en! 

Plain speech with plain folk, 

And plain words for false things, 

Plain faith in plain dealing 
’Twixt neighbours or Kings, 

He used and he followed, 

However it sped. . . . 
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Oh, our world is none more honest 
Now Great-Heart is dead! 

The heat of his spirit 
Struck warm through all lands; 

For he loved such as showed 
’Emselves men of their hands; 

In love, as in hate, 

Paying home to the last.. . . 

But our world is none the kinder 
Now Great-Heart hath passed! 

Hard-schooled by long power, 

Yet most humble of mind 

Where aught that he was 
Might advantage mankind. 

Leal servant, loved master, 

Rare comrade, sure guide... . 

Oh, our world is none the safer 
Now Great-Heart hath died! 

Let those who would handle 
Make sure they can wield 

His far-reaching sword 
And his close-guarding shield; 

For those who must journey 
Henceforward alone 

Have need of stout convoy 
Now Great-Heart is gone. 
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THE GODS OF THE COPYBOOK 
HEADINGS 

1919 

As I pass through my incarnations in every age md 
race, 

I make my proper prostrations to the Gods of the 
Market-Place. 

Peering through reverent fingers I watch them floi rish 
and fall, 

And the Gods of the (Copybook Headings, I no*ice, 
outlast them all. 

We were living in trees when they met us. They 
showed us each in turn 

That Water would certainly wet us, as Fire would 
certainly bum: 

But we found them lacking in Uplift, Vision and 
Breadth of Mind, 

So we left them to teach the Gorillas while we fol¬ 
lowed the March of Mankind. 

We moved as the Spirit listed. They never altered their 
pace, 

Being neither cloud nor wind-borne like the Gods of 
die Market-Place, 

But they always caught up with our progress, and 
presently word would come 

That a tribe had been wiped off its ice-field, or the 
lights had gone out in Rome. 
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With the Hopes that our World is built on they were 
utterly out of touch, 

They denied that the Moon was Stilton; they denied 
she was even Dutch; c 

They denied that Wishes were Horses; they denied 
that a Pig had Wings; 

So we worshipped the Gods of the Market Who 
promised these beautiful things. 


When the Cambrian measures were forming, They 
promised perpetual peace. 

They swore, if we gave them our weapons, that the 
wars of the tribes would cease. 

But when we disarmed They sold us and delivered 
us bound to our foe, 

And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: ‘Stick 
to the Devil you know .’ 


On the first Feminian Sandstones we were promised 
the Fuller Life 

(Which started by loving our neighbour and ended by 
loving his wife) 

Till our women had no more children and the men 
lost reason and faith, 

And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: ‘The 
Wages of Sin is Death.’ 

In the Carboniferous Epoch we were promised abund¬ 
ance for all. 

By robbing selected Peter to pay for collective 
Paul; / “ 
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But, though we had plenty of money, there was no¬ 
thing our money could buy, 

And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: ‘If you 
dorit work you die.’ 

Then the Gods of the Market tumbled, and their 
smooth-tongued wizards withdrew, 

And the hearts of the m eanest were humbled and b ;gan 
to believe it was true 

That All is not Gold that Glitters, and Two and Two 
make Four— 

And the Gods of the Copybook Headings limpe 1 up 
to explain it once more. 


As it will be in the future, it was at the birth of M an— 

There are only four tilings certain since Social Pro¬ 
gress began:— 

That the Dog returns to his Vomit and the Sow returns 
to her Mire, 

And the burnt Fool’s bandaged finger goes wabbling 
back to the Fire; 

And that after this is accomplished, and the brave new 
world begins 

When all men are paid for existing and no man must 
pay for his sins, 

As surely as Water will wet us, as surely as Fire will 
bum, 

The Gods of the Copybook Headings with terror and 
slaughter return! 
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THE CLERKS AND THE BELLS 
(oxford in 1920) 

The merry clerks of Oxenford they stretch themselves 
at ease 

Unhelmeted on unbleached sward beneath unshrivelled 
trees, 

For the leaves, the leaves, are on the bough, the bark 
is on the bole, 

And East and West men’s housen stand all even-roofed 
and whole. . . . 

(Mens housen doored and glazed and floored and whole at 
every turn!) 

And so the Bells of Oxenford ring:—‘Time it is to 
leam!’ 

The merry clerks of Oxenford they read and they are 
told 

Of famous men who drew the sword in furious fights 
of old. 

They heark and mark it faithfully, but never clerk will 
write 

What vision rides ’twixt book and eye from any nearer 
fight. 

(Whose supplication rends the soul? Whose night-long cries 
repeat?) 

And so the Bells of Oxenford ring:—‘Time it is to eat!’ 

The merry clerks of Oxenford they sit them down 
anon 
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At tables fair with silver-ware and naperies thereon, 

Free to refuse or dainty choose what dish shall seem 
them good; 

For they have done with single meats, and waters 
streaked with blood. . . . 

(That three days’ fast is overpast when all those guns said 
‘Nay’!) 

And so the Bells of Oxenford ring:—‘Time it is to 
play!’ 

The merry clerks of Oxenford they hasten one by one 

Or band in companies abroad to ride, or row, or run 

By waters level with fair meads all goldenly bespread, 

Where flash June’s clashing dragon-flies—but n > man 
bows his head, 

(Though bullet-wise June’s dragon-flies deride the fearless 
air!) 

And so the Bells of Oxenford ring:—‘Time it. is for 
prayer!’ 

The pious clerks of Oxenford they kneel at twilight- 
tide 

For to receive and well believe the Word of Him Who 
died. 

And, though no present wings of Death hawk hungry 
round that place, 

Their brows are bent upon their hands that none may 
see their face— 

(Who set aside the world and died? What life shall please 
Him best?) 

And so the Bells of Oxenford ring:—‘Time it is to 
rest!’ 
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The merry clerks of Oxenford lie under bolt and bar 

Lest they should rake the midnight clouds or chase a 
sliding star. 

In fear of fine and dread rebuke, they round their full- 
night sleep, 

And leave that world which once they took for older 
men to keep, 

(Who walks by dreams what ghostly wood in search of 
playmate slain?) 

Until the Bells of Oxenford ring in the light again. 

Unburdened breeze, unstricken trees, and all God’s 
works restored— 

In this way live the merry clerks,—the clerks of Oxen¬ 
ford ! 
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LOLLIUS 

1920 

Horace, Book V. Ode 13 

Why gird at Lollius if he care < 

To purchase in the city’s sight, 

With nard and roses for his hair. 

The name of Knight? 

Son of unmitigated sires 
Enriched by trade in Afric corn, 

His wealth allows, his wife requires, 

Him to be bom. 

Him slaves shall serve with zeal renewed 
At lesser wage for longer whiles. 

And school- and station-masters rude 
Receive with smiles. 

His bowels shall be sought in charge 
By learned doctors; all his sons 
And nubile daughters shall enlarge 
Their horizons. 

For fierce she-Britons, apt to smite 
Their upward-climbing sisters down, 
Shall smooth their plumes and oft invite 
The brood to town. 
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For these delights will he disgorge 
The State enormous benefice, 

But—by the head of either George— 

He pays not twice! 

Whom neither lust for public pelf, 

Nor itch to make orations, vex— 

Content to honou r his own self 
Witnhis own cheques— 

That man is clean. At least, his house 
Springs cleanly from untainted gold— 

Not from a conscience or a spouse 
Sold and resold. 

Time was, you say, before men knew 
Such arts, and rose by Virtue guided?. . . 

The tables rock with laughter—you 
Not least derided. 
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THE KING’S PILGRIMAGE 
1922 

(king GEORGE v’s VISIT TO WAR CEMETERIES IN FRANCE) 

Our King went forth on pilgrimage 
His prayers and vows to pay 
To them that saved our heritage ! 

And cast their own away. J 

And there was little show of pride, 

Or prows of belted steel, 

For the clean-swept oceans every side 
Lay free to every keel. 

And the first land he found, it was shoal and hanky 
ground— 

Where the broader seas begin, 

And a pale tide grieving at the broken harbour-mouth 
Where they worked the death-ships in. 

And there was neither gull on the wing 
Nor wave that could not tell 
Of the bodies that were buckled in the life- 1 
buoy’s ring 

That slid from swell to swell. 

All that they had they gave—they gave; and they shall not 
return , 

For these are those that have no grave where any heart may 
mourn. 
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And the next land he found, it was low and hollow 
ground— 

Where once the cities stood, 

But the man-high thistle had been master of it all, 

Or the bulrush by the flood. 

And there was neither blade of grass, 

Nor lone star in the sky, 

But shook to see some spirit pass 
And took its agony. 

And the next land he found, it was bare and hilly 
ground— 

Where once the bread-corn grew, 

But the fields were cankered and the water was defiled, 
And the trees were riven through. 

And there was neither paved highway, 

Nor secret path in the wood, 

But had borne its weight of the broken clay 
And darkened ’neath the blood. 

Father and mother they put aside, and the nearer love also — 
An hundred thousand men who died whose graves shall no 
man know. 

And the last land he found, it was fair and level ground 
About a carven stone, 

And a stark Sword brooding on the bosom of the Cross 
Where high and low are one. 

And there was grass and the living trees, 

And the flowers of the spring. 
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And there lay gentlemen from out of all the seas 
That ever called him King. 

’ Twixt Nieuport sands and the eastward lands where the 
Four Red Rivers spring, 

Five hundred thousand gentlemen of those that served their 
King. 

All that they had they gave—they gave- 
In sure and single faith. 

There can no knowledge reach the grav 
To make them grudge their death 
Save only if they understood 
That, after all was done, 

We they redeemed denied their blood 
And mocked the gains it won. 
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A SONG OF FRENCH ROADS 

1.923 

The National Roads of France are numbered 
throughout, and carry their numbers upon each kilo¬ 
metre stone. By following these indications, compre¬ 
hensible even to strangers, the tourist can see at a 
glance if he is on the correct road. For example, Route 
Nationale No. 20 conducts from Paris to the Spanish 
frontier at Bourg-Madame, in the Eastern Pyrenees; 
and No. 10 to the same frontier at Hendaye, on the 
Bay of Biscay.— Guide-Book. 

Now praise the Gods of Time and Chance 
That bring a heart’s desire, 

And lay the joyous roads of France 
Once more beneath the tyre— 

So numbered by Napoleon, 

The veriest ass can spy 
How Twenty takes to Bourg-Madame, 

And Ten is for Hendaye. 

Sixteen hath fed our fighting-line 
From Dunkirk to Peronne, 

And Thirty-nine and Twenty-nine 
Can show where it has gone, 

Which slant through Arras and Bapaume, 

And join outside Cambrai, 

While Twenty takes to Bourg-Madame, 

And Ten is for Hendaye. 
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The crops and houses spring once more 
Where Thirty-seven ran. 

And even ghostly Forty-four 
Is all restored to man. 

Oh, swift as shell-hole poppies pass 
The blurring years go by. 

And Twenty takes to Bourg-Madame, 

And Ten is for Hendaye! 

And you desire that sheeted snow 
Where chill Mont Louis stands? 

And we the rounder gales that blow 
Full-lunged across the Landes— 

So you will use the Orleans Gate, 

While we slip through Versailles; 

Since Twenty takes to Bourg-Madame, 
And Ten is for Hendaye. 

Sou’-West by South—and South by West- 
On every vine appear 

Those four first cautious leaves that test 
The temper of the year; 

The dust is white at Angouleme, 

The sun is warm at Blaye; 

And Twenty takes to Bourg-Madame, 
And Ten is for Hendaye. 

Broad and unbridled, mile on mile. 

The highway drops her line 

Past Langon down that grey-walled aisle 
Of resin-scented pine; 
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And ninety to the lawless hour 
The kilometres fly— 

What was your pace to Bourg-Madame? 
We sauntered to Hendaye. 

Now Fontarabia marks our goal. 

And Bidassoa shows. 

At issue with each whispering shoal 
In violet, pearl, and rose. 

Ere crimson over ocean’s edge 
The sunset banners die. . . . 

Yes—Twenty takes to Bourg-Madame, 
But Ten is for Hendaye! 

Oh, praise the Gods of Time and Chance 
That ease the long control. 

And bring the glorious soul of France 
Once more to cheer our soul 
With beauty, change, and valiancy 
Of sun and soil and sky. 

Where Twenty takes to Bourg-Madame, 
And Ten is for Hendaye! 
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DOCTORS 

1923 

Man dies too soon, beside his works half-planned. 

His days are counted and reprieve is vain: 

Who shall entreat with Death to stay his hand; 

Or cloke the shameful nakedness of pain? 

Send here the bold, die seekers of the way— 

The passionless, the unshakeable of soul, 

Who serve the inmost: mysteries of man’s clay, '» 
And ask no more than leave to make them w hole.’ 
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A RECTOR’S MEMORY 

(ST. ANDREWS, I923) 

The Gods that are wiser than Learning 
But kinder than Life have made sure 
No mortal may boast in the morning 
That even will find him secure. 

With naught for fresh faith or new trial. 

With litde unsoiled or unsold, 

Can the shadow go back on the dial. 

Or a new world be given for the old? 

But he knows not what time shall awaken. 
As he knows not what tide shall lay bare. 
The heart of a man to be taken — 

Taken and changed unaware. 

He shall see as he tenders his vows 
The far, guarded City arise— 

The power of the North ’twixt her brows— 
The steel of the North in her eyes; 

The sheer hosts of Heaven above— 

The grey warlock Ocean beside; 

And shall feel the full centuries move 
To Her purpose and pride. 

Though a stranger shall he understand. 

As though it were old in his blood, 

The lives that caught fire ’neath Her hand— 
The fires that were tamed to Her mood. 
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And the roar of the wind shall refashion. 

And the wind-driven torches recall. 

The passing of Time and the passion 
Of Youth over all! 

And, by virtue of magic unspoken 

(What need She should utter Her powei?) 
The frost at his heart shall be broken 
And his spirit be changed in that hour — 
Changed and renewed in that hour! 
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LONDON STONE 

(NOVEMBER II, 1 92 3 ) 

When you come to London Town, 
(Grieving—grieving!) 

Bring your flowers and lay them down 
At the place of grieving. 

When you come to London Town, 
(Grieving—grieving!) 

Bow your head and mourn your own, 
With the others grieving. 

For those minutes, let it wake, 

(Grieving—grieving!) 

All the empty-heart and ache 
That is not cured by grieving. 

For those minutes, tell no lie: 

(Grieving—grieving!) 

‘Grave, this is thy victory; 

And the sting of Death is grieving.’ 

Where’s our help, from Earth or Heaven, 
(Grieving—grieving!) 

To comfort us for what we’ve given, 

And only gained the grieving? 

Heaven’s too far and Earth too near, 
(Grieving—grieving!) 
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But our neighbour’s standing here, 
Grieving as we’re grieving. 

What’s his burden every day? 

(Grieving—grieving!) 

Nothing man can count or weigh, 

But loss and love’s own grieving. 

What is the tie betwixt us two 
(Grieving- -grieving!) 

That must last our whole lives througl t? 
‘As I suffer, so do you .’ 

That may ease the grieving. 
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CHARTRES WINDOWS 
1925 

Colour fulfils where Music has no power: 

By each man’s light the unjudging glass betrays 
All men’s surrender, each man’s holiest hour 
And all the lit confusion of our days— 

Purfled with iron, traced in dusk and fire, 
Challenging ordered Time, who, at the last, 

Shall bring it, grozed and leaded and wedged fast, 
To the cold stone that curbs or crowns desire. 

Yet on the pavement that all feet have trod— 

Even as the Spirit, in her deeps and heights, 

Turns only, and that voiceless, to her God— 

There falls no tincture from those anguished lights. 
And Heaven’s one light, behind them, striking through 
Blazons what each man dreamed no other knew. 
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THE GLORIES 
1925 

In Faiths and Food and Books and Frii ;nds 
Give every soul her choice. 

For such as follow divers ends 
In divers lights rejoice. 

There is a glory of the Sun 
(’Pity it passeth soon!), 

But those whose work is nearer done 
Look, rather, towards the Moon. 

There is a glory of the Moon 
When the hot hours have run; 

But such as have not touched their noon 
Give worship to the Sun. 

There is a glory of the Stars, 

Perfect on stilly ways; 

But such as follow present wars 
Pursue the Comet’s blaze. 

There is a glory in all things; 

But each must find his own, 

Sufficient for his reckonings, 

Which is to him alone. 
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‘VERY MANY PEOPLE’ 

1926 

On the Downs, in the Weald, on the Marshes, 
I heard the Old Gods say: 

‘Here come Very Many People: 

We must go away. 

‘They take our land to delight in, 

But their delight destroys. 

They flay the turf from the sheep-walk. 
They load the Denes with noise. 

‘They bum coal in the woodland. 

They seize the oast and the mill. 

They camp beside Our dew-ponds. 

They mar the clean-flanked hill. 

‘They string a clamorous Magic 
To fence their souls from thought, 

Till Our deep-breathed Oaks are silent. 

And Our muttering Downs tell naught. 

‘They comfort themselves with neighbours. 

They cannot bide alone. 

It shall be best for their doings 
When We Old Gods are gone.’ 

Farewell to the Downs and the Marshes, 

And the Weald and the Forest known 
Before there were Very Many People, 

And the Old Gods had gone! 
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A SONG IN THE DESERT 

(p.L. OB. JAN. 1927) 

Friend, thou beholdest the lightning? Who has th' charge 
of it- 

To decree which rock-ridge shall receive—shall bt chosen 
for targe of it? 

Which crown among palms shall go down, by the 1 hunder- 
bolt broken; 

While the floods dram the sere wadis where n< bud is 
token? 

First for my eyes, above all, he made show of his 
treasure. 

First in his ears, before all, I made sure of my measure. 

If it were good—what acclaim! None other so moved 
me. 

If it were faulty—what shame? While he mocked me 
he loved me. 

Friend, thou hast seen in Rida’ar, the low moon descending, 

One silent, swart, swift-striding camel, oceanward wending? 

Browbound and jawbound the rider, his shadow in front of 
him, 

Ceaselessly eating the distances? That was the wont of him. 

Whether the cliff-walled defiles, die ambush prepared 
for him; 

Whether the wind-plaited dunes—a single sword bared 
for him— 
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Whether cold danger fore-weighed, or quick peril 
that took him 

Alone, out of comfort or aid, no breath of it shook 
him. 

Whether he feasted or fasted, sweated or shivered, 

There was no proof of the matter—no sign was de¬ 
livered. 

Whatever this dust or that heat, or those fools that he 
laboured with, 

He forgot and forbore no observance towards any he 
neighboured with. 

Friend, thou hast known at Rida'ar, when the Council was 
bidden, 

One face among faces that leaped to the light and were 
hidden? 

One voice among night-wasting voices of boasting and 
shouting? 

And that face and that voice abide with thee? His beyond 
doubting! 

Never again in Rida’ar, my watch-fire burning, 

That he might see from afar, shall I wait his return¬ 
ing; 

Or the roar of his beast as she knelt and he leaped to 
unlade her, 

Two-handedly tossing me jewels. He was no trader! 

Gems and wrought gold, never sold—brought for me 
to behold them; 

Tales of far magic tmrolled—to me only he told them, 
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With the light, easy laugh of dismissal ’twixt story and 
story— 

As a man brushes sand from his hand, or the great dis¬ 
miss glory. 

Never again in Rida’ar! My ways are made bla:k to 
me! 

Whether I sing or am silent, he shall not come, back 
to me! 

There is no measure for trial, nor treasure for bringing. 

Allah divides the Companions. (Yet he said—yet he said: 
‘Cease not from singing.’) 
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BRAZILIAN VERSES 
1927 

THE FRIENDS 

I had some friends—but I dreamed that they were 
dead— 

Who used to dance with lanterns round a little boy 
in bed; 

Green and white lanterns that waved to and fro: 

And I haven’t seen a Firefly now since ever so long 
ago! 

I had some friends—their crowns were in the sky— 

Who used to nod and whisper when a little boy 
went by, 

As the nuts began to tumble and the breeze began to 
blow: 

And I haven’t seen a Coco-palm since ever so long 
ago! 

I had a friend—he came up from Cape Horn, 

With a Coal-sack on his shoulder when a little boy 
was bom; 

He heard me learn to talk, and he helped me thrive 
and grow: 

And I haven’t seen the Southern Cross since ever so 
long ago! 

I had a boat— I out and let her drive, 

Till I found my dreams were foolish, and my friends 
were all alive. 


266 



BRAZILIAN VERSES 


The Coco-palms were real, and the Southern Cross 
was true: 

And the Fireflies were dancing—so I danced too! 

★ 

A SONG OF BANANAS 

Have you no Bananas, simple townsmen all? 

‘Nay, but we have them certainly. 

We buy them off the barrows, with the vege-able- 
marrows 

And the cabbage of our own country, 

(From the costers of our own country)’. 

Those are not Bananas, simple townsmen all, 
(Plantains from Canaryward maybe!) 

For the true are red and gold, and they fill no steamer’s 
hold, 

But flourish in a rare country, 

(That men go far to see). 

Their stiff fronds point the nooning down, simple 
townsmen all, 

Or rear against the breezes off the sea; 

Or duck and loom again, through the curtains of the 
rain 

That the loaded hills let free— 

(Volleying ’twixt the uplands and the sea). 

Little birds inhabit there, simple townsmen all— 
Jewelled things no bigger than a bee; 
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And the opal butterflies plane and settle, flare and 
rise, 

Through the low-arched greenery, 

(That is malachite and jade of the sea). 

The red earth works and whispers there, simple 
townsmen all, 

Day and night in rank fecundity, 

That the Blossom and the Snake lie open and awake, 

As it was by Eden Tree 

(When the First Moon silvered through the 
Tree) . . . 

But you must go to business, simple townsmen all. 

By ’bus and train and tram and tube must flee! 

For your Pharpars and Abanas do not include 
Bananas, 

(And Jordan is a distant stream to drink of, simple 
townsmen), 

Which leaves the more for me! 


★ 


SONG OF THE DYNAMO 

How do I know what Order brings 
Me into being? 

I only know, if you do certain things, 

I must become your Hearing and your Seeing; 
Also your Strength, to make great wheels go round, 
And save your sons from toil, while I am bound! 
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What do I care how you dispose 
The Powers that move me? 

I only know that I am one with those 
Dread Powers which rend the firmament above me, 
And, harrying earth, would save me at the last— 

But that your coward foresight holds me fast! 


★ 

‘POISON OF ASPS’ 

(A BRAZILIAN SNAKE-FARM) 

‘Poison of asps is under our lips’? 

Why do you seek us, then? 

Breaking our knotted fellowships 
With your noisy-footed men? 

Time and time over we let them go; 

Hearing and slipping aside; 

Until they followed and troubled us—so 
We struck back, and they died. 

‘Poison of asps is under our bps’? 

Why do you wrench them apart— 

To learn how the venom makes and drips 
And works its way to the heart? 

It is unjust that when we have done 
All that a serpent should, 

You gather our poisons, one by one, 

And break them down to your good. 
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‘Poison of asps is under our lips.’ 

That is your answer? No! 

Because we hissed at Adam’s eclipse 
Is the reason you hate us so. 


★ 


THE OPEN DOOR 

England is a cosy little country, 

Excepting for the draughts along the floor. 
And that is why you’re told, 

When the passages are cold: 

‘Darling, you’ve forgot to shut the Door!’ 

The Awful East Wind blows it— 

Pussy on the Hearthrug shows it— 

Aunty at the Writing-table knows it— 
‘Darling, you’ve forgot to shut the Door!’ 

Shut—shut—shut the Door, my darling! 

Always shut the Door behind you, but 
You can go when you are old, 

Where diere isn’t any cold— 

So there isn’t any Door that need be shut! 
And— 

The deep Veranda shows it— 

The pale Magnolia knows it— 

The bold, white Trumpet-flower blows it: 
There isn’t any Door that need be shut! 
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The piping Tree-toad knows it— 

The midnight Firefly shows it— 

The Beams of the Moon disclose it:— 
There isn’t any Door that need be shut! 

The milky Beaches know it— 

The silky Breezes blow it— 

The Shafts of the Sunrise show it:— 

There isn’t an / Door that need be shut! 


★ 


‘SUCH AS IN SHIPS’ 

Such as in Ship> and brittle Barks 
Into the Seas descend 
Shall learn how wholly on those Arks 
Our Victuals do depend. 

For, when a Man would bite or sup. 

Or buy him Goods or Gear, 

He needs must call an Ocean up. 

And move an Hemisphere. 

Consider, now, that Indian Weed 
Which groweth o’er the Main, 

With Teas and Cotton for our Need, 
And Sugar of the Cane— 

Whose Comings We no more regard 
Than daily Com or Oil: 

Yet, when Men waft Them hitherward. 
How infinite the Toil! 
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Nation and People harvesteth 
Her tropique Lands among. 

And Engines of tumultuous Breath 
Do draw the Yield along— 

Yea, even as by Hecatombs 
Which, presently struck down 
Into our Navies’ labouring Wombs 
Bring Pennyworths in Town. 


★ 


TWO RACES 

I seek not what his soul desires. 

He dreads not what my spirit fears. 

Our Stars have shown us separate fires. 
Our dooms have dealt us differing years. 

Our daysprings and our timeless dead 
Ordained for us and still control 
Lives sundered at the fountain-head. 

And distant, now, as Pole from Pole. 

Yet, dwelling thus, these worlds apart. 
When we encounter each is free 
To bare the larger, liberal heart 
That kin and neighbours seldom see. 

(Custom and code compared in jest— 
Weakness delivered without shame— 
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And certain common sins confessed 
Which all men know, and none dare blame.) 

E’en so it is; and, well content 
It should be so a moment’s space, 

Each finds the other excellent, 

And—turns to follow his own race! 
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SUPPLICATION OF THE BLACK ABERDEEN 

1928 

I pray! My little body and whole span 
Of years is Thine, my Owner and my Man. 

For Thou hast made me—unto Thee I owe 
This dim, distressed half-soul that hurts me so, 
Compact of every crime, but, none the less, 
Broken by knowledge of its naughtiness. 

Put me not from Thy Life—’tis all I know. 

If Thou forsake me, whither shall I go? 

Thine is the Voice with which my Day begins: 
Thy Foot my refuge, even in my sins. 

Thine Honour hurls me forth to testify 
Against the Unclean and Wicked passing by. 

(But when Thou callest they are of Thy Friends, 
Who readier than I to make amends?) 

I was Thy Deputy with high and low— 

If Thou dismiss me, whither shall I go? 

I have been driven forth on gross offence 
That took no reckoning of my penitence. 

And, in my desolation—faithless me !— 

Have crept for comfort to a woman’s knee! 

Now I return, self-drawn, to meet the just 
Reward of Riot, Theft, and Breach of Trust. 

Put me not from Thy Life—though this is so. 

If Thou forsake me, whither shall I go? 
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Into The Presence, flattening while I crawl— 

From head to tail, I do confess it all. 

Mine was the fault—deal me the stripes—but spare 
The Pointed Finger which I cannot bear! 

The Dreadful Tone in which my Name is named. 
That sends me ’neath the sofa-frill ashamed! 

(Yet, to be near Thee, I would face that woe.) 

If Thou reject me, whither shall I go? 

Can a gift turn Thee? I will bring mine all— 

My Secret Bone, my Throwing-Stick, my Ball. 

Or wouldst Thou sport? Then watch me hunt aw lile, 
Chasing, not after conies, but Thy Smile, 

Content, as breathless on the turf I sit, 

Thou shouldst deride my little legs and wit— 

Ah! Keep me in Thy Life for a fool’s show! 

If Thou deny me, whither shall I go?. . . 

Is the Dark gone? The Light of Eyes restored? 

The Countenance turned meward, O my Lord? 

The Paw accepted, and—for all to see— 

The Abject Sinner throned upon the Knee? 

The Ears bewrung, and Muzzle scratched because 
He is forgiven, and All is as It was?. . . 

Now am I in Thy Life, and since ’tis so— i 
That Cat awaits die Judgment. May I go? ) 
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HYMN OF THE TRIUMPHANT AIRMAN 
(flying east to west AT 1000 M.P.H.) 

1929 

Oh, long had we paltered 
With bridle and girth 
Ere those horses were haltered 
That gave us the Earth— 

Ere the Flame and the Fountain, 

The Spark and the Wheel, 

Sank Ocean and Mountain 
Alike ’neath our keel. 

But the Wind in her blowing. 

The bird on the wind, 

Made naught of our going, 

And left us behind. 

Till the gale was outdriven. 

The gull overflown, 

And there matched us in Heaven 
The Sun-God alone. 

He only the master 

We leagued to o’erthrow, 

He only the faster 

And, therefore, our foe! 
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Light steals to uncurtain 
The dim-shaping skies 

That arch and make certain 
Where he shall arise. 

We lift to the onset. 

We challenge anew. 

From sunrise to sunset, 

Apollo, pursue! 

What ails thee, O Golden? 

Thy Chariot is still? 

What Pov. er has withholden 
The "Way from the Will? 

Lo, Hesper hath paled not. 

Nor darkness withdrawn. 

The Hours have availed not 
To lead forth the Dawn! 

Do they flinch from full trial. 

The Coursers of Day? 

The shade on our dial 

Moves swifter than they ! 

We fleet, but thou stayest 
A God unreleased; 

And still thou delayest 

Low down in the East— 

A beacon faint-burning, 

A glare diat decays 
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As the blasts of our spurning 
Blow backward its blaze. 

The mid-noon grows colder, 
Night rushes to meet, 

And the curve of Earth’s shoulder 
Heaves up thy defeat. 

Storm on at that portal, 

We have thee in prison! 
Apollo, immortal, 

Thou hast not arisen! 
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THE ENGLISH WAY 
1929 

After die fight at Otterbum, 

Before the ravens came. 

The Witch-wife rode across the fern 
And spoke Earl Percy’s name. 

‘Stand up—stand up, Northumberland! 

I bid you answer true. 

If England’s King has under his hand 
A Captain as good as you?’ 

Then up and spake the dead Percy— 

Oh, but his wound was sore! 

‘Five hundred Captains as good,’ said he, 
‘And I trow five hundred more. 

‘But I pray you by the lifting skies. 

And the young wind over the grass. 

That you take your eyes from off my eyes. 
And let my spirit pass.’ 

‘Stand up—stand up, Northumberland! 

I charge you answer true. 

If ever you dealt in steel and brand, 

How went the fray with you?’ 

‘Hither and yon,’ the Percy said; 

‘As every fight must go; 
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For some they fought and some they fled, 
And some struck ne’er a blow. 

‘But I pray you by die breaking skies. 

And the first call from the nest, 

That you turn your eyes away from my eyes, 
And let me to my rest.’ 

‘Stand up—stand up, Northumberland! 

I will that you answer true, 

If you and your men were quick again. 

How would it be with you?’ 

‘Oh, we would speak of hawk and hound, 
And the red deer where they rove, 

And the merry foxes the country round, 

And the maidens that we love. 

‘We would not speak of steel or steed, 

Except to grudge the cost; 

And he that had done the doughtiest deed 
Would mock himself the most. 

‘But I pray you by my keep and tower, 

And the tables in my hall. 

And I pray you by my lady’s bower 
(Ah, bitterest of all!) 

‘That you lift your eyes from outen my eyes. 
Your hand from off my breast, 

And cover my face from the red sun-rise, 
And loose me to my rest!’ 
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She has taken her eyes from out of his eyes— 
Her palm from off his breast. 

And covered his face from the red sun-rise. 
And loosed him to his rest. 

‘Sleep you, or wake, Northumberland— 

You shall not speak again. 

And the word you have said ’twixt quick 
and dead 

I lay on Englishmen. 

‘So long as Severn runs to West 
Or Humber to the East, 

That they who bore themselves the best 
Shall count themselves the least. 

‘While there is fighting at the ford, 

Or flood along the Tweed, 

That they shall choose the lesser word 
To cloke the greater deed. 

‘After the quarry and the kill— C - 

The fair fight and the fame— 

With an ill face and an ill grace 
Shall they rehearse the same. ^ 

‘ ’Greater the deed, greater the need i 
Lightly to laugh it away. 

Shall be the mark of the English breed 
Until the Judgment Day!’ 
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THE WASTER 
1930 

From the date that the doors of his prep-school 
close 

On the Jonely 

He is taught by precept, insult, and blows 
The Things that Are Never Done. 

Year after year, without favour or fear, 

From seven to twenty-two. 

His keepers insist he shall learn the list 
Of the things no fellow can do. 

(They are not so strict with the ave rage Piet 
And it isn’t set to, etc.) 

For this and not for the profit it brings 
Or the good of his fellow-kind 
He is and suffers unspeakable things 
In body and soul and mind. 

But the net result of that Primitive Cult, 
Whatever else may be won. 

Is definite knowledge ere leaving College 
Of the Things that Are Never Done. 

(An interdict which is strange to the Piet 
And was never revealed to, etc.) 

Slack by training and slow by birth. 

Only quick to despise, 

Largely assessing his neighbour’s worth 
By the hue of his socks or ties, 
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A loafer-in-grain, his foes maintain, 

And how shall we combat their view 
When, atop of his natural sloth, he holds 
There are Things no Fellow can do? 

(Which is why he is licked from the first by 
the Piet 

And left at the post by, etc.) 
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THE FLIGHT 
1930 

When the grey geese heard the Fool’s tread 
Too near to where they lay. 

They lifted neither voice nor head. 

But took themselves away. 

No water broke, no pinion whirred— 
There went no warning call. 

The steely, sheltering rushes stirred 
A little—that was all. 

Only the osiers understood. 

And the drowned meadows spied 

What else than wreckage of a flood 
Stole outward on that tide. 

But the far beaches saw their ranks 
Gather and greet and grow 

By myriads on the naked banks 
Watching their sign to go; 

Till, with a roar of wings that churned 
The shivering shoals to foam. 

Flight after flight took air and turned 
To find a safer home; 

And, far below their steadfast wedge. 

They heard (and hastened on) 
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Men thresh and clamour through the sedge 
Aghast that they were gone! 

And, when men prayed them come anew 
And nest where they were bred, 

‘Nay, fools foretell what knaves will do,’ 
Was all the grey geese said. 
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MEMORIES 

1930 

‘The eradication of the memories of the Great 
War .’—Socialist Government Organ. 

The Socialist Government speaks :— 

Though all the Dead were all forgot 
And razed were every tomb, 

The Worm—the Worm that dieth not 
Compels Us to our doom. 

Though all which once was England stands 
Subservient to Our will, 

The Dead of whom we washed Our hands. 
They have observance still. 

We laid no finger to Their load. 

We multiplied Their woes. 

We used Their dearly-opened road 
To traffic with Their foes: 

And yet to Them men turn their eyes, 

To Them are vows renewed 
Of Faith, Obedience, Sacrifice, 

Honour and Fortitude! 

Which things must perish. But Our hour 
Comes not by staves or swords 
; So much as, subtly, through the power 
Of small corroding words. 
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No need to make the plot more plain 
By any open thrust; 

But—see Their memory is slain 
Long ere Their bones are dust! 

Wisely, but yearly, filch some wreath— 
Lay some proud rite aside— 

And daily tarnish with Our breath f 
The ends for which They died. ^ 
Distract, deride, decry, confuse— 

(Or—if it serve Us—pray!) 

So presently We break the use 
And meaning of Their day! 
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‘HIS APOLOGIES’ 

1932 

Master, this is Thy Servant. He is rising eight weeks old. 

He is mainly Head and Tummy. His legs are uncon¬ 
trolled. 

But Thou hast forgiven his ugliness, and settled him 
on Thy knee . . . 

Art Thou content with Thy Servant? He is very comfy 
with Thee. 

Master, behold a Sinner! He hath done grievous wrong. 

He hath defiled Thy Premises through being kept in 
too long. 

Wherefore his nose has been rubbed in the dirt, and 
his self-respect has been bruised. 

Master, pardon Thy Sinner, and see he is properly 
loosed. 

Master—again Thy Sinner! This that was once Thy 
Shoe, 

He hath found and taken and carried aside, as fitting 
matter to chew. 

Now there is neither blacking nor tongue, and the 
Housemaid has us in tow. 

Master, remember Thy Servant is young, and tell her 
to let him go! 

Master, extol Thy Servant! He hath met a most Worthy 
Foe! 

There has been fighting all over the Shop—and into 
the Shop also! 
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Till cruel umbrellas parted the strife (or I might have 
been choking him yet), 

But Thy Servant has had the Time of his Life—and 
now shall we call on the vet? 

Master, behold Thy Servant! Strange children came 
to play, 

And because they fought to caress him, Thy Servant 
wentedst away. 

But now that the Little Beasts have gone, he has re¬ 
turned to see 

(Brushed—with his Sunday collar on) what they 1 eft 
over from tea. 

Master, pity Thy Servant! He is deaf and three parts 
blind. 

He cannot catch Thy Commandments. He canr.ot 
read Thy Mind. 

Oh, leave him not in his loneliness; nor make him 
that kitten’s scorn. 

He hath had none other God than Thee since the year 
that he was bom. 

Lord, look down on Thy Servant! Bad things have 
come to pass. 

There is no heat in the midday sun, nor health in the 
wayside grass. 

His bones are full of an old disease—his torments run 
and increase. 

Lord, make haste with Thy Lightnings and grant him 
a quick release! 
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1932 

Tms is the midnight—let no star 
Delude us—dawn is very far. 

This is the tempest long foretold— 

Slow to make head but sure to hold. 

Stand by! The lull ’twixt blast and blast 
Signals the storm is near, not past; 

And worse than present jeopardy 
May our forlorn to-morrow be. 

If we have cleared the expectant reef. 

Let no man look for his relief. 

Only the darkness hides the shape 
Of further peril to escape. 

It is decreed that we abide 
The weight of gale against the tide 
? And those huge waves the outer main 
Sends in to set us back again. 

They fall and whelm. We strain to heat 
The pulses of her labouring gear, * 
Till the deep throb beneath us proves. 
After each shudder and check, she'moves! 

She moves, with all save purpose lost, 

^ To make her offing from the coast; 

But, till she fetches open sea. 

Let no man deem that he is free! 
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FOX-HUNTING 

1933 

(The Fox Meditates) 

When Samson set my brush afire 
To spoil the Timnites’ barley, 

I made my point for Leicestershire 
And left Philistia early. 

Through Gath and Rankesborough Gorse 
I fled, 

And took the Coplow Road, sir! 

And was a Gentleman in Red 

When all the Quom wore woad, sir! 

When Rome lay massed on Hadrian’s Wall, 
And nothing much was doing, 

Her bored Centurions heard my call 
O’ nights when I went wooing. 

They raised a pack—they ran it well 
(For I was there to run ’em) 

From Aesica to Carter Fell, 

And down North Tyne to Hunnum. 

When William landed, hot for blood, 

And Harold’s hosts were smitten, 

I lay at earth in Batde Wood 

While Domesday Book was written. 
Whatever harm he did to man, 

I owe him pure affection; 
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For in his righteous reign began 
The first of Game Protection. 

When Charles, my namesake, lost his mask. 
And Oliver dropped his’n, 

I found those Northern Squires a task. 

To keep ’em out of prison. 

In boots as big as milking-pails. 

With holsters on the pommel. 

They chevied me across the Dales 
Instead of fighting Cromwell. 

When thrifty Walpole took the helm, 

And hedging came in fashion. 

The March of Progress gave my realm 
Enclosure and Plantation. 

’Twas then, to soothe their discontent, 

I showed each pounded Master, 
However fast the Commons went, 

I went a little faster! 

When Pigg and Jorrocks held the stage. 
And Steam had linked the Shires, 

I broke the staid Victorian Age 
To posts, and rails, and wires. 

Then fifty mile was none too far 
To go by train to cover. 

Till some dam’ sutler pupped a car. 

And decent sport was over! 

When men grew shy of hunting stag. 

For fear the Law might try ’em. 
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The Car put up an average bag 
Of twenty dead per diem . 

Then every road was made a rink 
For Coroners to sit on; 

And so began, in skid and stink. 
The real blood-sport of Britain 
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SAMUEL PEPYS 
1933 

Like as the Oak whose roots descend 
Through earth and stillness seeking food 

Most apt to furnish in the end 
That dense, indomitable wood 

Which, felled, may arm a seaward flank 
Of Ostia’s mole, or—bent to frame 

The beaked Liburnian’s triple bank— 

Carry afar the Roman name; 

But which, a tree, the season moves 
Through gentler Gods than Wind or Tide, 

Delightedly to harbour doves. 

Or take some clasping vine for bride; 

So this man—prescient to ensure 
(Since even now his orders hold) 

A little State might ride secure 
At sea from foes her sloth made bold,— 

Turned in his midmost harried round, 

As Venus drove or Liber led. 

And snatched from any shrine he found 
The Stolen Draught, the Secret Bread. 

Nor these alone. His life betrayed 
No gust unslaked, no pleasure missed. 
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He called the obedient Nine to aid 
The varied chase. And Clio kissed; 

Bidding him write each sordid love. 
Shame, panic, stratagem, and He 
In full, that sinners undiscov¬ 
ered, like ourselves, might say:—‘’Ti» I!’ 
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THE BONFIRES 
1933 


‘Gesture . . . outlook . . . vision . . . avenue . . . 
example . . . achievement... appeasement. . . limit 
of risk.’— Common Political Form. 

We know the Rocket’s upward whizz; 

We know the Boom before the Bust. 

We know the whistling Wail which is 
The Stick returning to the Dust. 

We know how much to take on trust 
Of any promised Paradise. 

We know the Pie—likewise the Crust. 

We know the Bonfire on the Ice. 

We know the Mountain and the Mouse. 

We know Great Cry and Little Wool. 

We know the purseless Ears of Sows. 

We know the Frog that aped the Bull. 

We know, whatever Trick we pull, 
(Ourselves have gambled once or twice) 

A Bobtailed Flush is not a Full. 

We know the Bonfire on the Ice. 

We know that Ones and Ones make Twos— 
Till Demos votes them Three or Nought. 

We know the Fenris Wolf is loose. 

We know what Fight has not been fought. 
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We know the Father to the Thought 
Which argues Babe and Cockatrice 
Would play together, were they taught. 
We know that Bonfire on the Ice. 

We know that Thriving comes by Thrift. 

We know the Key must keep the Door. 
We know his Boot-straps cannot lift 
The frightened Waster off the Floor. 
We know these things, and we deplore 
That not by any Artifice 

Can they be altered. Furthermore 
We know the Bonfires on the Ice! 
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A PAGEANT OF ELIZABETH 

(Written for The Pageant of Parliament, 1934) 

Like Princes crowned they bore them— 
Like Demi-Gods they wrought, 

When the New World lay before them 
In headlong fact and thought. 

Fate and their foemen proved them 
Above all meed of praise, 

And Gloriana loved them, 

And Shakespeare wrote them plays! 


Now Valour, Youth, and Life’s delight break forth 
In flames of wondrous deed, and thought sublime— 
Lightly to mould new worlds or lightly loose 
Words that shall shake and shape all after-time! 

Giants with giants, wits with wits engage, 

And England—England—England takes the breath 
Of morning, body and soul, till the great Age 
Fulfils in one great chord:—Elizabeth! 
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‘NON NOBIS DOMINE!’ 

(Written for The Pageant of Parliament, 1934) 

Non nobis Domine !— 

Not unto us, O Lord! 

The Praise or Glory be 
Of any deed or word; 

For in Thv Judgment lies 
To crown or bring to naught 
All knowledge or device 
That Man has reached or wrought 

And we confess our blame— 

How all too high we hold 
That noise which men call Fame, 

That dross which men call Gold. 

For these we undergo 
Our hot and godless days. 

But in our hearts we know 
Not unto us the Praise. 

O Power by Whom we live— 
Creator, Judge, and Friend, 
Upholdingly forgive 
Nor fail us at the end: 

But grant us well to see 
In all our piteous ways— 

Non nobis Domine !— 

Not unto us the Praise! 
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CAIN AND ABEL 
(a cattle song) 

1934 

Cain and Abel were brothers born. 

(. Koop-la! Come along , cows!) 

One raised cattle and one raised corn. 

(. Koop-la! Come along! Co-hoe!) 

And Cain he farmed by the river-side, 

So he did not care how much it dried. 

For he banked, and he sluiced, and he ditched and 
he led 

(And the Corn don't care for the Horn )— 

A-half Euphrates out of her bed 
To water his dam’ Com! 

But Abel herded out on the plains 

Where you have to go by the dams and the rains. 

It happened, after a three-year drought, 

The wells, and the springs, and the dams gave out. 

The Herd-bulls came to Cain’s new house 
(They wanted water so!—) 

With the hot red Sun between their brows, 

Sayin’ ‘Give us water for our pore cows!’ 

But Cain he told ’em—‘No!’ 
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The Cows they came to Cain’s big house 
With the cold white Moon between their brows, 
Sayin’ ‘Give some water to us pore cows!’ 

But Cain he told ’em—‘No!’ 

The li’l Calves came to Cain’s fine house 
With the Evenin’ Star between their brow s, 
Sayin’ ‘Give us water an’ we’ll be cows!’ 

But Cain he told ’em—‘No!’ 

The Herd-bulls led ’em back again, 

An’ Abel went an’ said to Cain:— 

‘Oh, sell me water, my brother dear, 

Or there will be no beef this year.’ 

And Cain he answered—‘No!’ 

‘Then draw your hatches, my brother true, 

An’ let a little water through.’ 

But Cain he answered:—‘No! 

‘My dams are tight an’ my ditches are sound, 
An’ not a drop goes through or round 
Till she’s done her duty by the Com. 

‘I will not sell, an’ I will not draw. 

An’ if you breach, I’ll have the Law, 

As sure as you are bom!’ 

Then Abel took his best bull-goad. 

An’ holed a dyke on the Eden road. 

He opened her up with foot an’ hand. 

An’ let Euphrates loose on the land. 
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He spilled Euphrates out on the plain, 

So’s all his cattle could drink again. 

Then Cain he saw what Abel done— 

But, in those days, there was no Gun! 

So he made him a club of a hickory-limb, 

An’ halted Abel an’ said to him:— 

‘I did not sell an’ I did not draw, 

An’ now you’ve breached I’ll have the Law. 

‘You ride abroad in your hat an’ spurs, 

Hell-hoofin’ over my cucumbers! 

‘You pray to the Lord to send you luck 
An’ you loose your steers in my garden-truck: 

‘An’ now you’re bust, as you ought to be, 

You can keep on prayin’ but not to me!’ 

Then Abel saw it meant the life; 

But, in those days, there was no Knife: 

So he up with his big bull-goad instead, 

But—Cain hit first and dropped him dead! 

The Herd-bulls ran when they smelt the blood, 

An’ homed an’ pawed in that Red Mud. 

The Calves they bawled, and the Steers they milled, 
Because it was the First Man Killed; 

An’ the whole Herd broke for the Land of Nod, 
An’ Cain was left to be judged by God! 

But, seein’ all he had had to bear, 

I never could call the Judgment fair! 


302 



ODE 


ODE 

MELBOURNE SHRINE OF REMEMBRANCE 

1934 

So long as memory, valour, and faith endure, 

Let these stones witness, through the years tc come, 
How once there was a people fenced secure 
Behind great waters girdling a far home. 

Their own and their land’s youth ran side by ide 
Heedless and headlong as their unyoked seas — 
Lavish o’er all, and set in stubborn pride 
Of judgment, nurtured by accepted peace. 

Thus, suddenly, war took them—seas and skies 
Joined with the earth for slaughter. In a breath 
They, scoffing at all talk of sacrifice, 

Gave themselves without idle words to death. 

Thronging as cities throng to watch a game 
Or their own herds move southward with the year, 
Secretly, swifdy, from their ports they came, 

So that before half earth had heard their name 
Half earth had learned to speak of them with fear; 

Because of certain men who strove to reach, 
Through the red surf, the crest no man might hold, 
And gave their name for ever to a beach 
Which shall oudive Troy’s tale when Time is old; 
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Because of horsemen, gathered apart and hid— 
Merciless riders whom Megiddo sent forth 
When the outflanking hour struck, and bid 
Them close and bar the drove-roads to the north; 

And those who, when men feared the last March flood 
Of Western war had risen beyond recall, 

Stormed through the night from Amiens and made 
good, 

At their glad cost, the breach that perilled all. 

Then they returned to their desired land— 

The kindly cities and plains where they were bred— 
Having revealed their nation in earth’s sight 
So long as sacrifice and honour stand, 

And their own sun at the hushed hour shall light 
The shrine of these their dead! 
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HYMN OF BREAKING STRAIN 

1935 

The careful text-books measure 
(Let all who build beware!) 

The load, the shock, the pressure 
Material can bear. 

So, when the buckled girder 
Lets down the grinding span. 
The blame of loss, or murder. 

Is laid upon the man. 

Not on the Stuff—the Man! 

But, in our daily dealing 
With stone and steel, we find 
The Gods have no such feeling 
Of justice toward mankind. 

To no set gauge they make us,— 
For no laid course prepare— 
And presently o’ertake us 
With loads we cannot bear: 

Too merciless to hear. 

The prudent text-books give it 
In tables at the end— 

The stress that shears a rivet 
Or makes a tie-bar bend— 
What traffic wrecks macadam— 
What concrete should endure— 
But we, poor Sons of Adam, 
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Have no such literature. 

To warn us or make sure! 

We hold all Earth to plunder— 

All Time and Space as well— 
Too wonder-stale to wonder 
At each new miracle; 

Till, in the mid-illusion 

Of Godhead ’neath our hand. 
Falls multiple confusion 

On all we did or planned— 

The mighty works we planned. 

We only of Creation 

(Oh, luckier bridge and rail!) 

Abide the twin-damnation— 

To fail and know we fail. 

Yet we—by which sole token 
We know we once were Gods— 
Take shame in being broken 
However great the odds— 

The Burden or the Odds. 

Oh, veiled and secret Power 
Whose paths we seek in vain. 

Be with us in our hour 
Of overthrow and pain; 

That we—by which sure token 
We know Thy ways are true— 
In spite of being broken. 

Because of being broken , 

May rise and build anew. 

Stand up and build anew! 
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OUR LADY OF THE SACKCLOTH 
1935 

(Ethiopic Version: founded on Brit. Mus. MS. 

Orient No. 652, Folio 9) 

There was a Priest at Philae, 

Tongue-tied, feeble, and old; 

And the daily prayer to the Virgin 
Was all the Office he could. 

The others were ill-remembered. 
Mumbled and hard to hear; 

But to Mary, the twofold Virgin, 

Always his voice rang clear. 

And the congregation mocked him. 

And the weight of the years he bore. 

And they sent word to the Bishop 
That he should not serve them more. 

(Never again at the Offering 
When the Bread and the Body are one: 

Oh, never the picture of Mary 
Watching him serve her Son!) 

Kindly and wise was the Bishop. 

Unto the Priest said he:— 

‘Patience till thou art stronger, 

And keep meantime with me. 
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‘Patience a little; it may be 
The Lord shall loosen thy tongue 

And then thou shalt serve at the Offering 
As it was when we were young.’ 

And the Priest obeyed and was silent. 

And the Bishop gave him leave 

To walk alone in the desert 

Where none should see him grieve. 

(Never again at the Offering 

When the Wine and the Blood are one! 

Oh, never the picture of Mary 
Watching him honour her Son!) 

Saintly and clean was the Bishop, 

Ruling himself aright 

With prayer and fast in the daytime 
And scourge and vigil at night. 

Out of his zeal he was minded 
To add one penance the more— 

A garment of harshest sackcloth 
Under the robes he wore. 

He gathered the cloth in secret 

Lest any should know and praise— 

The shears, the palm and the packthread— 
And laboured it many ways. 

But he had no skill in the making. 

And failed and fretted the while; 

Till there stood a Woman before him. 
Smiling as Mothers smile. 
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Her feet were burned by the desert— 
Like a desert-dweller she trod— 

Even the twofold Virgin, 

Spouse and Bearer of God! 

She took the shears and the sacking. 

The needle and stubborn thread. 

She cut, she shaped, and she sewed th rm. 
And, ‘This shall be blessed,’ she saic. 

She passed in the white hot noontide. 

On a wave of the quivering air; 

And the Bishop’s eyes were opened. 

And he fell on his face in prayer. 

But— far from the smouldering censers — 

Far from the chanted praise — 

Oh, far from the pictures of Mary 
That had watched him all his days — 

Far in the desert by Philae, 

The old Priest walked forlorn. 

Till he saw at the head of her Riders 
A Queen of the Desert-bom. 

High she swayed on her camel. 

Beautiful to behold: 

And her beast was belled with silver. 
And her veils were spotted with gold! 

Low she leaned from her litter— 

Soft she spoke in his ear:— 
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‘Nay, I have watched thy sorrow! 

Nay, but the end is near! 

‘For again thou shalt serve at the Offering 
And thy tongue shall be loosed in praise, 
And again thou shalt sing unto Mary 
Who has watched thee all thy days. 

‘Go in peace to the Bishop, 

Carry him word from me— 

That the Woman who sewed the sackcloth 
Would have him set thee free!’ 
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THE KING AND THE SEA 

(17TH JULY I935) 

After His Realms and States were moved 
To bare their hearts to the King they loved, 
Tendering themselves in homage and devotio i, 

The Tide Wave up the Channel spoke 
To all those eager, exultant folk:— 

‘Hear now what Man was given you by the Ocea n! 

‘There was no thought of Orb or Crown 
When the single wooden chest went down 
To the steering-flat, and the careless Gunrooi 1 haled 
him 

To learn by ancient and bitter use, 

How neither Favour nor Excuse, 

Nor aught save his sheer self henceforth availed him. 

‘There was no talk of birth or rank 
By the slung hammock or scrubbed plank 
In the steel-grated prisons where I cast him; 

But niggard hours and a narrow space 
For rest—and the naked light on his face— 

While the ship’s traffic flowed, unceasing, past him. 

‘Thus I schooled him to go and come— 

To speak at the word—at a sign be dumb; 

To stand to his task, not seeking others to aid him; 
To share in honour what praise might fall 
For the task accomplished, and—over all— 

To swallow rebuke in silence. Thus I made him. 
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I loosened every mood of the deep 
On him, a child and sick for sleep, 

Through the long watches that no time can measure, 
When I drove him, deafened and choked and blind. 
At the wave-tops cut and spun by the wind; 

Lashing him, face and eyes, with my displeasure. 

‘I opened him all the guile of the seas— 

Their sullen, swift-sprung treacheries, 

To be fought, or forestalled, or dared, or dismissed 
with laughter. 

I showed him Worth by Folly concealed, 

And the flaw in the soul that a chance revealed 
(Lessons remembered—to bear fruit thereafter). 

‘I dealt him Power beneath his hand, 

For trial and proof, with his first Command— 
Himself alone, and no man to gainsay him. 

On him the End, the Means, and the Word, 

And the harsher judgment if he erred, 

And—outboard—Ocean waiting to betray him. 

‘Wherefore, when he came to be crowned. 

Strength in Duty held him bound, 

So that not Power misled nor ease ensnared him 
Who had spared himself no more than his seas had 
spared him!’ 

••••••# 

After His Lieges, in all His Lands, 

Had laid their hands between His hands, 

And His ships thundered seprice and.devotiori. 

The Tide Wave, ranging the Planet, spoke 
On all Our foreshores as it broke:— 

‘Know now what Man I gave you—I, the Ocean!’ 
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IF I HAVE GIVEN YOU DELIGHT 
BY AUGHT THAT I HAVE DONE, 

LET ME LIE QUIET IN THAT NIGHT 
WHICH SHALL BE YOURS ANON: 

AND FOR THE LITTLE, LITTLE, SPAN 
THE DEAL > ARE BORNE IN MIND, 
SEEK NOT TO QUESTION OTHER THAN 
THE BOOKS I LEAVE BEHIND. 
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vii. Traffics and Discoveries 

v. Many Inventions 

iv. Life’s Handicap 

xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
xxix. Abaft the Funnel 

v. Many Inventions 

m. The Phantom ’Rickshaw 

ix. A Diversity of Creatures 

vi. The Day’s Work 

iv. Life’s Handicap 
iv. Life’s Handicap 
xi. Limits and Renewals 
xxvi. The War 

xxix. Abaft the Funnel 
xxix. Abaft the Funnel 
xxiv. Letters to the Family 


hi. The Phantom ’Rickshaw 
xiv. Puck of Pook’s Hill 
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On Dry-Cow Fishing as a 
Fine Art 
On Exhibition 
On Greenhow Hill 
On One Side Only 
On the City Wall 
On the Gate 
On the Great Wall 
On the Strength of a Like¬ 
ness 

One Lady at Large 
One View of the Question 
Only a Subaltern 
•007 

Opinions of Gunner Barna¬ 
bas, The 
Other Man, The 
Our Indian Troops in France 
Our Overseas Men 
Outsider, The 


xxix. Uncollected Prose, I 

xxix. Abaft the Funnel 

iv. Life’s Handicap 

xxiv. From Tideway to Tideway 
n. In Black and White 
x. Debits and Credits 
xiv. Puck of Pook's Hill 
1. Plain Tales from the Hills 

xxix. Abaft the Funnel 

v. Many Inventions 
in. Under the Deodars 

vi. The Day’s Work 

xxni. The Smith Administration 

I. Plain Tales from the Hills 
XXV. A Book of Words 
xxiv. From Tideway to Tideway 

xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 


Parable of Boy Jones, The 
Passengers at Sea 
People at Home, A 
Phantom ’Rickshaw, The 
Pig 

Pit that they Digged, The 
Pleasure Cruise, The 
Poor Dear Mamma 
Potted Princess, The 
‘Priest in Spite of Him¬ 
self, A’ 

Private Account, The 
Private Learoyd’s Story 
‘Proofs of Holy Writ’ 
Propagation of Knowledge, 
The 


xvi. Land and Sea Tales 

xxv. A Book of Words 
xxiv. Letters to the Family 
hi. Wee Willie Winkie 

1. Plain Tales from the Hills 
in. The Phantom ’Rickshaw 
xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
n. The Story of the Gadsbys 
xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
xv. Rewards and Fairies 

xxvi. The Eyes of Asia 
n. Soldiers Three 

xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
xvn. Stalky & Co. 
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Prophet and the Country, 
The 

Puzzler, The 

Quiquem 
‘Quo Fata Vocant’ 

Railway Reform in Great 
Britain 

Railways and a Two- 
Thousand-Feet Climb 
Really Good Time, A 
Record of Badalia Herods- 
foot. The 
Red Dog 
‘Red Lamp, The’ 

Regulus 

Reinforcement, A. 
Reingeldcr and the Ger¬ 
man Flag 

Rescue of Pluffles, The 
Retired Gentleman, A 
Return of Imray, The 
Return to Civilisation, A 
Return to the East, A 
Riddle of Empire, The 
‘Rikki-Tikki-T avi’ 

Rio 

Ritual of Government, The 
Road to Quebec, The 
Rout of the White Hussars, 
The 

Sahibs’ War, A 
Sao Paolo and a Coffee 
Estate 


x. Debits and Credits 
vm. Actions and Reactions 

xn. The Jungle Books 
xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 

xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 

xxiv. Brazilian Sketches 

xxix. Abaft the Funnel 
v. Many Inventions 

xn. The Jungle Books 

xxix. Abaft the Funnel 
xvn. Stalky & Co. 

xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
iv. Life's Handicap 

i. Plain Tales from the Hills 
xxvi. The Eyes of Asia 
xv. Life's Handicap 

xxv. A Book of Words 
xxiv. Egypt of the Magicians 
xxiv. Egypt of the Magicians 
xn. The Jungle Books 

xxiv. Brazilian Sketches 

xxv. A Book of Words 
xxiv. Letters to the Family 
i. Plain Tales from the Hills 


vn. Traffics and Discoveries 
xxiv. Brazilian Sketches 
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Satisfaction of a Gentle- xvn. Stalky & Co. 
man, The 

School Experiences xxv. A Book of Words 

Science of Rebellion, The xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
Scot and the "War, The xxv. A Book of Words 
Sea Constables x. Debits and Credits 

Sea Dog, A xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 

Sea Travel xxiv. Egypt of the Magicians 

Sea Warfare xxvi. The War 

Second-Rate Woman, A in. Under the Deodars 
Self-Made Man, A xxni. The Smith Administration 

Sending of Dana Da, The n. In Black and White 
Serai Cabal, The xxin. The Smith Administration 

Serpent of Old Nile, A xxiv. Egypt of the Magicians 
Shadow of his Hand, The xxix. Abaft the Funnel 
Shakespeare and The Tern- xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
pest 

Ship that Found Herself, vr. The Days Work 
The 

Shipping xxv. A Book of Words 

Simple Simon xv. Rewards and Fairies 

Sing-Song of Old Man xrn. Just So Stories 
Kangaroo, The 

Slaves of the Lamp, I and II xvn. Stalky & Co. 

‘Sleipner,’ late ‘Thurinda’ xxix. Abaft the Funnel 
Smith Administration, The xxni. From Sea to Sea, II 
Smoke of Manila, A xxix. Abaft the Funnel 

Snake Farm, A xxiv. Brazilian Sketches 

Solid Muldoon, The n. Soldiers Three 
Some Aspects of Travel xxv. A Book of Words 

Some Earthquakes xxiv. From Tideway to Tideway 

Son of His Father, The xvi. Land and Sea Tales 
Soul of a Battalion, The xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
Souvenirs of France xxxi. Souvenirs of France 

Speech to Canadian Authors xxv. A Book of Words 
Spirit of the Latin, The xxv. A Book of Words 

Spirit of the Navy, The xxv. A Book of Words 
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Spring Running, The 
‘Stalky’ 

Stationery 
Steam Tactics 
Story of a King, The 
Story of Muhammad Din, 
The 

Story of the Gadsbys. The 
Strange Ride of Morrowbie 
Jukes, The 

Supplementary Chapter, A 
Surgeons and the Soul 
‘Surgical and Medical’ 
‘Swept and Garnished’ 


xn. The Jungle Books 
xvn. Stalky & Co. 
xxv. A Book of Words 
vn. Traffics and Discoveries 
xxm. The Smith Administration 

l. Plain Tales from the Hills 

n. Soldiers Three 

m. The Phantom ’Rick 'haw 

xxix. Abaft the Funnel 
xxv. A Book of Word 

xxx. Uncollected Prose II 
ix. A Diversity of Cm tures 


Tabu Tale, The xvi. Land and Sea Tal s 

Taking of Lungtunppen, I. Plain Tales from the iills 
The 

Tales of ‘The Trade’ xxvi. Sea Warfare 

‘Teem’: A Treasure-Hunter xxx. Uncollected Prose. II 


Tender Achilles, The 
Tents of Kedar, The 
‘Their Lawful Occasions’ 
Thesis, A 
‘They’ 

Three and—an Extra 
Three Musketeers, The 
Three Young Men, The 
Through the Fire 
Thrown Away 
‘Thy Servant a Dog’ 

Tie, The 
‘Tiger! Tiger!’ 

Tiglath Pileser 

To be Filed for Reference 

Toby Dog 

Tods’ Amendment 


xi. Limits and Renewals 
il. The Story of the Gadsbys 
vu. Traffics and Discoveries 
xxv. A Book of Words 
vn. Traffics and Discoveries 
i. Plain Tales from the Hills 
i. Plain Tales from the Hills 
xxix. Abaft the Funnel 
iv. Life’s Handicap 
i. Plain Tales from the Hills 
xvi. ‘Thy Servant a Dog’ 

xi. Limits and Renewals 

xii. The Jungle Books 
xxix. Abaft the Funnel 

i. Plain Tales from the Hills 
xvi. ‘ Thy Servant a Dog’ 
i. Plain Tales from the Hills 
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Tomb of His Ancestors, The vi. The Day s Work 
Toomai of the Elephants xn. The Jungle Books 
Tour of Inspection, A ix. A Diversity of Creatures 
Track of a Lie. The hi. The Phantom ’Rickshaw 


Treasure and the Law, The 
Tree of Justice, The 
Trees and the Wall, The 
Trooper of Horse, A 
Two Forewords 

Uncovenanted Mercies 
Undefended Island, An 
Under the Deodars 
Undertakers, The 
United Idolaters, The 
Unprofessional 
Unqualified Pilot, An 
Unsavoury Interlude, An 
Up the River 
Uses of Reading, The 


xiv. Puck of Pook’ t s Hill 

xv. Rewards and Fairies 

xxv. A Book of Words 

xxvi. The Eyes of Asia 
xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 

xi. Limits and Renewals 
xxv. A Book of Words 
in. Wee Willie Winkie 
xn. The Jungle Books 
xvn. Stalky & Co. 
xi. Limits and Renewals 

xvi. Land and Sea Tales 
xvn. Stalky & Co. 

xxiv. Egypt of the Magicians 

xxv. A Book of Words 


Valley of the Shadows, The n. The Story of the Gadsbys 
Values in Life xxv. A Book of Words 

Vengeance of Lai Beg, The xxm. The Smith Administration 
Venus Annodoniini I. Plain Tales from the Hills 

Verdict of Equals, The xxv. A Book of Words 

Village Rifle Club, A xxx. Uncollected Prose, II 
Village that Voted the Earth 
was Flat, The ix. A Diversity of Creatures 

Virtue of France, The xxv. A Book of Words 
Vortex, The ix. A Diversity of Creatures 


Waking from Dreams xxv. A Book of Words 
Walking Delegate, A vi. The Days Work 
Wandering Jew, The iv. Life’s Handicap 
War and the Schools, The xxv. A Book of Words 
War in the Mountains, The xxvi. The War 
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Watches of the Night 
Way that He Took, The 
Wayside Comedy, A 
Wee Willie Winkie 
Weland’s Sword 
What it Comes to 
White Seal, The 
William the Conqueror 
Winged Hats, The 
Winning the Victori i Cross 
‘Wireless’ 

Wish House, The 
With Any Amazement 
With Number Three 
With the Main Guard 
With the Night Mar! 
Without Benefit of Clergy 
Woman in his Life, The 
Work in the Future 
World Apart, A 
World Without, The 
Wreck of the Visigoth, The 
Wressley of the Foreign 
Office 

Writing of Yakub Khan, 
The 

Wrong Thing, The 

‘Yoked with an Unbe¬ 
liever’ 

Young Men at the Manor 


i. Plain Tales from the Hills 
xvi. Land and Sea Tales 
m. Under the Deodars 

hi. Wee Willie Winkie 
xrv. Puck of Pook’s Hill 
xxiii. The Smith Administration 
xii. The Jungle Books 

vi. The Days Work 

xiv. Puck of Pook’s H\ U 
xvi. Land and Sea Ta, ts 

vii. Traffics and Discoi tries 

x. Debits and Credits 

ii. The Story of the G idsbys 
xxx. Uncollected Prose II 
ii. Soldiers Three 

vm. Actions and Reach ms 
iv. Life’s Handicap 

xi. Limits and Renews s 
xxv. A Book of Word : 
xxiv. Brazilian Sketches 

II. The Story of the Gadsbys 
in. The Phantom ’Rickshaw 
i. Plain Tales from the Hills 

xxiii. The Smith Administration 

xv. Rewards and Fairies 

i. Plain Tales from the Hills 
xiv. Puck of Pook’s Hill 
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Absent-Minded Beggar, The 
Advertisement, The 

Akbar’s Bridge 
Alnaschar and the Oxen 
American, An 
American Rebellion, Tht 
Amour de Voyage 
Anchor Song 
‘Angutivaun Taina’ 

Answer, The 
Anvil, The 
Appeal, The 

Appropriate Verses on an 
Elegant Landscape 
Argument of a Projected 
Poem 

Arithmetic on the Frontier 
Army Headquarters 
Arterial 

‘As the Bell Clinks’ 
Astrologer’s Song, An 
At His Execution 
Ave Imperatrix! 

Azrael’s Count 

‘Back to the Army Again’ 
Ballad of Boh Da Thone, 
The 

Ballad of East and West, The 
Ballad of Fisher’s Boarding- 
House, The 


xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxrv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Songs from Bool ; 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxrv. Later Songs from Books 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxii. Barrack-Room Ballads 

xxxn. Barrack-Rootn Ballads 
xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
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Ballad of Mincpit Shaw, The 
Ballad of the Bolivar, The 
Ballad of the Cars, The 

Ballad of the Clampherdown, 
The 

Ballad of the King’s Daughter 
Ballad of the King’s Jest, 
The 

Ballad of the King’s Mercy, 
The 

Ballad of the Red Earl, The 
Ballade of Bad Entertain¬ 
ment, A 

Ballade of Burial, A 
Ballade of Jakko Hill, A 
‘Banquet Night’ 

Battle of Assaye, The 
Bee-boy’s Song, The 
Bees and the Flies, The 
Beginner, The 

Beginnings, The 

Bell Buoy, The 

Bells and Queen Victoria, The 

Belts 

Benefactors, The 
Betrothed, The 
Big Steamers 
‘Bill ’Awkins’ 

‘Birds of Prey’ March 
Birthright, The 
Blue Roses 

Boar of the Year, The 
‘Bobs’ 

Bonfires, The 
Boots 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxii. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxii. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxii. Barrack-Room Ballads 

xxxii. Barrack-Room Ballads 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxni. The Five Nations 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxii. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxni. The Years Between 
xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxni. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxm. The Five Nations 
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Bother, The 

Boy Scouts’ Patrol Song, A 
Braggart, The 

Brazilian Verses 
Bridge-Guard in the Karroo 
British-Roman Song, A 
Broken Men, The 
Brookland Road 
‘Brown Bess’ 

Buddha at Kamakura 
Burden, The 
Burial, The 
Butterflies 

‘By the Hoof of the Wild 
Goat’ 

Cain and Abel 
Captive, The 
Caret 

Carmen Circulare 

Carmen Simlaense 
Carol, A 

Cavaliere Servente 
Cells 

Centaurs, The 
Certain Maxims of Hafiz 
Changelings, The 
Chant-Pagan 
Chapter Headings 
Beast and Man in India; 
Collected; The Day’s Work; 
The Jungle Books; ‘Just So’ 
Verses; Kim; Life’s Handi¬ 
cap; The Light That Failed; 


xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxm. The Five Natioi s 
xxxiv. Songs from Bool s 
xxxm. The Five Natiot s 
xxxiv. Songs front Bool s 
xxxrv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxm. The Five Natiot s 
xxxrv. Later Songs from Books 

xxxm. The Five Natiot s 
xxxiv. Songs from Bool s 
xxxiv. Songs from Bool s 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxrv. Songs from Boons 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Later Songsfrom Books 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Later Songsfrom Books 
xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxrv. Songs from Books 
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Chapter Headings ( contd .) 
Many Inventions; The Nau- 
lahka; Plain Tales from the 
Hills 

Charm, A 
Chartres Windows 
Chil’s Song 
Child’s Garden, A 

Children, The 
Children’s Song, The 
Choice, The 
Cholera Camp 
Christmas in India 
*Cities and Thrones and Powers' 
‘City of Brass, The’ 

City of Sleep, The 
City of the Heart, The 
‘Cleared’ 

Clerks and the Bells, The 
Coastwise Lights, The 
Code of Morals, A 
Coiner, The 
Cold Iron 
Columns 
Comforters, The 
Commonplaces 
Consolations of Memory, Thi 

Contradictions 

Conundrum of the Work¬ 
shops, The 
Conventionality 
Counting-out Song, A 
Covenant, The 
Craftsman, The 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxni. The Years Between 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxni. The Years Between 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxii. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Later Songsfrom Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxm. The Years Between 
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Credat Judaeus 
Cruisers 
Cuckoo Song 
Cur6, The 

Cursing of Stephen, The 

Dane-geld 
Danny Deever 
Darzee’s Chaunt 
Dawn Wind, The 
Dead King, The 
Death-Bed, A 

Declaration of London, The 
Dedication for Soldiers Three 
Dedication to The Five Nations 
Dedication to The Years 
Between 

Deep-Sea Cables, The 
Delilah 
Departure, A 
Derelict, The 
Destroyers, The 
Diana of Ephesus 
Dinah in Heaven 
Dirge of Dead Sisters 
Disciple, The 
Divided Destinies 
Doctors 

‘Donee Gratus Eram’ 

Dove of Dacca, The 
Dusky Crew, The 
Dutch in the Medway, The 
Dying Chauffeur, The 


xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxiv. Later Songsfre m Books 
xxxa. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxiv. Songs from Be iks 
xxxiv. Later Songsfn m Books 
xxxm. The Years Bet veen 
xxxm. The Years Bet veen 
xxxm. The Years Be, veen 
xxxiv. Songs from Be iks 
xxxm. The Five Nat ms 
xxxm. The Years Bei veen 

xxxm. The Seven Se.ts 

xxxn. Departmental. Ditties 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxm. The Five Nations 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxiv. Later Songsfrom Books 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. The Muse among the 

Motors 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 


Dykes, The 
‘ ’Eathen, The’ 
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Echo, An 
Eddi’s Service 
EdgehiU Fight 
Egg-Shell, The 
En-Dor 

England’s Answer 
English Flag, The 
English Way, The 
Envy, Hatred, and Malice 
Epitaphs of the War 
Estunt the Griff 
Et Dona Ferentes 
Evarra and His Gods 
Exiles’ Line, The 
Expert, The 
Explanation, The 
Explorer, The 

Fabulists, The 
Failure 

Fairies’ Siege, The 
Fall of Jock Gillespie, The 
Fastness 

Feet of the Young Men, The 

Female of the Species, The 

Files, The 

Fires, The 

First Chantey, The 

Flight, The 

Flight of the Bucket, The 
Floods, The 
Flowers, The 
‘Follow Me ’Ome’ 

‘For All We Have and Are’ 
For the Women 
‘For to Admire’ 


xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxin. The Years Between 
xxxiii. The Seven Seas 
xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxin. The Years Between 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxni. The Five Nations 
xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxiv. Later Songsfrom Books 
xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxin. The Five Nations 

xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxin. The Five Nations 
xxxin. The Years Between 
xxxin. The Five Nations 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxin. The Seven Seas 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxni. The Seven Seas 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
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‘Ford o’ Kabul River’ 

Four Angels, The 
Four-Feet 
Four Points, The 

Fox-Hunting 
France 

Frankie’s Trade 
French Wars, The 
Friends, The 
From the Wings 
Front Door, The 
‘Fuzzy-Wuzzy’ 

Galley-Slave, The 
Gallio’s Song 
Gehazi 

General Joubert 
General Summary 
Gentlemen-Rankers 
Gertrude’s Prayer 
Gethsemane 
GifFen’s Debt 
Gift of the Sea, The 
Gipsy Trail, The 
Gipsy Vans 
Glories, The 

Glory of the Garden, The 
Gods of the Copybook Head¬ 
ings, The 

Gow’s Watch, Acts II., IV., V 
Grave of the Hundred Head, 
The 

‘Great-Heart’ 

Greek National Anthem, The 
Gunga Din 


xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxrn. The Years Between 
xxxiv. Songs from B* ohs 
xxxiv. Later Songsfr m Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Schoolboy Ly ics 
xxxv. Schoolboy Ly ics 
xxxn. Barrack-Roon Ballads 


xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiv. Songs from B> oks 
xxxm. The Years Be ween 

xxxm. The Five Nat ons 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxrv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxn. Barrack-Room Ballads 
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Hadramauti 

Half-Ballade of Waterval 
Harp Song of the Dane 
Women 

‘Helen all Alone’ 

Heriot’s Ford 
Heritage, The 
Himalayan 
‘His Apologies’ 

His Consolation 
Holy War, The 
Hour of the Angel, The 
Houses, The 
How the Day Broke 
How the Goddess Awakened 
Hunting-Song of the Seeonee 
Pack 

Hyaenas, The 
Hymn before Action 
Hymn of Breaking Strain 
Hymn of the Triumphant 
Airman 

Hymn to Physical Pain 
Idiot Boy, The 
If- 

Illusion, Disillusion, Allusion 
Imperial Rescript, An 
In Partibus 
In Springtime 

In the Matter of One Compass 
In the Neolithic Age 
Indian Farmer at Home, The 
Inscribed in a Presentation 
Copy of Echoes 
Instructor, The 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Later Songsfrom Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxiv. Later Songs from Books 
xxxin. The Years Between 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxiv. Later Songsfrom Books 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxh. Barrack-Room Ballads 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
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Inventor, The 

Irish Guards, The 
Islanders, The 

‘Jacket, The’ 

Jam-Pot, The 
James I. 

Jane Smith 
Jane’s Marriage 
Jester, The 
Jobson’s Amen 
Jubal and Tubal Cain 
Juggler’s Song, The 
Junk and the Dhov, The 
Justice 

Justice’s Tale, The 


Kimberley 
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A farmer of the Augustan Age 
A fool there was and he made 
his prayer 

A great and glorious thing it is 
•/A little sigh, a little shiver— 

A much-discerning Public hold 
[Heading to ‘La Nuit Blanche’] 

A Nation spoke to a Nation 
A new song, sirrah? 

. A new-made grave, for the 
damp earth stood 
A rose, in tatters on the garden 
path 

A Smith makes me 
A stone’s throw out on either 
hand 

A tinker out of Bedford 
' A wanderer from East to West 
Abdhur Rahman, the Durani 
Chief, of him is the story told 
About the time that taverns 
shut 

Across a world where all men 
grieve 

After His Realms and States 
were moved 

After the burial-parties leave 
After the fight at Otterbum 
After the sack of the City, when 
Rome was sunk to a name 
Against the Bermudas we 
foundered, whereby 
Ah! What avails the classic bent 
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Ah, would swift ships had never 
been, for then we ne’er had 
found 

Ahasuerus Jenkins of the ‘Opera¬ 
tic Own’ 

,/Alas for me, who loved my 
bow-wow well! 

All day long to the judgment- 
seat 

All the world over, nursing 
their scars 

Alone upon the housetops to 
the North 

And I was a man who could 
write you rhyme 
f And so unto the End of Graves 
came he 

‘And some are sulky, while 
some will plunge 
And they were stronger hands 
than mine 

As Adam lay a-dreaming be¬ 
neath the Apple Tree 
‘ ’As anybody seen Bill 
’Awkins?’ 

As I left the Halls at Lumley, 
rose the vision of a comely 
As I pass through my incarna¬ 
tions in every age and race 
As I was spittin’ into the Ditch 
aboard o’ the Crocodile 
As our mother the Frigate, be- 
painted and fine 
As the dawn was breaking the 
Sambhur belled— 

As though again—yea, even 
once again 
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As watchers couched beneath a 
Bantine oak 

At dawn there was a murmur 
in the trees 

At Runnymede, at Runnymede! 

At the close of a winter day 

At the eleventh hour he came 

At the hole where he went in 

'At the wall’s foot a smear of 
fly-flecked red— 

At times when under cover I 
’ave said 

At two o’clock in the morning, 
if you open your window 
and listen 

’Ave you ’eard o’ the Widow at 
Windsor 

Away by the lands of the Japanee 

Ay, lay him ’neath the Simla 
pine— 

Be well assured that on our side 

Beat off in our last fight were 
we ? 

Because I sought it far from 
men 

Bees! Bees! Hark to your bees! 

Before a midnight breaks in 
storm 

Before my Spring I garnered 
Autumn’s gain 

' Behold a parable. A fished for B 

Beneath the deep veranda’s 
shade 
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Between the waving tufts of xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
jungle-grass 

Beware the man who’s crossed xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
in love 

Beyond the path of the outmost xxxn. Barrack-Room 
sun through utter darkness Ballads 

hurled— 

‘Blessed be the English and all xxxiv. Later Songs from 
their ways and works’ Books 

Blessed was our first age and xxxv. The Muse among the 

morning-time Motors 

Boanerges Blitzen, servant of xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
the Queen 

Body and spirit I surrendered xxxiii. The Years Between 
whole 

Boh Da Thone was a warrior xxxn. Barrack-Room 
bold Ballads 

Brethren, how shall it fare with xxxm. The Years Between 
me 

Broke to every known mischance, 
lifted over all 
Buy my English posiesl 
By the Hoof of the Wild Goat 
uptossed 

By the Laws of the Family Circle 
’tis written in letters of brass 
By the old Moulmein Pagoda, 
lookin’ eastward to the sea 
By the well, where the bullocks 

g° 

Cain and Abel were brothers xxxv. Miscellaneous 
bom 

Call me not false, beloved xxxm. The Years Between 

: Certes, it is a noble sport xxxv. Miscellaneous 

China-going P. 8e O. s xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

Cities and Thrones and Powers xxxiv. Songs from Books 


xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
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Colour fulfils where Music has 
no power 

Come here, ye lasses av swate 
Pamassis! 

Concerning brave Captains 
'Cosmic force and Cawnpore 
leather 

Cry ‘Murder’ in the market¬ 
place, and each 


xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxiv. Chapter h eadings 


Daffodils in English fields 

Daily, though no ears attended 

Dark children of the mere and 
marsh 

Dawn off the Foreland—the 
young flood making 

Dawn that disheartens the deso¬ 
late dimes 

Death favoured me from the 
first, well knowing I could 
not endure 

Delilah Aberyswith was a lady 
—not too young— 

Dellius, that car which, night 
and day 

Dim dawn behind the tamar¬ 
isks—the sky is saffron- 
yellow— 

Dread Mother of Forgetfulness 

Duly with knees that feign to 
quake— 


xxxv. Echoes 

xxxm. The Yean Between 

xxxiv. Chapter h eadings 

xxxiv. Later So igs from 
Books 

xxxv. Echoes 

xxxm. The Years Between 


xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Five Nations 


’E was warned agin ’er— xxxm. The Seven Seas 

Eddi, priest of St. Wilfrid xxxiv. Songs from Books 

England is a cosy litde country xxxv. Miscellaneous 
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England’s on the anvil—hear 
the hammers ring— 

Ephesus stands—you may find 
it still 

Er-Heb beyond the Hills of Ao- 
Safai 

Ere Mor the Peacock flutters, 
ere the Monkey People cry 

Ere stopping or turning, to put 
foorth a hande 

Ere the mother’s milk had dried 

Ere the steamer bore him East¬ 
ward, Sleary was engaged to 
marry 

Excellent herbs had our fathers 
ofold- 

Eyes aloft, over dangerous 
places 

Eyes of grey—a sodden quay 


xxxrv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxrv. Songs from Books 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxrv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 


Fair is our lot — Oh, goodly is our 
heritagel 

Fairest of women is she 
Faithless the watch that I kept: 

now I have none to keep 
Farewell and adieu to you, 
Harwich Ladies 
‘Farewell, Romance!’ the Cave¬ 
men said 

Father, Mother, and Me 
Files— 

For a season there must be pain— 
For all we have and are 
For Fog and Fate no charm is 
found 


xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxrv. Songs from Books 
xxxiii. The Years Between 
xxxm. The Years Between 
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For our white and our excellent 
nights—for the nights of 
swift running 

For the sake of him who showed 
For things we never mention 
Friend , thou heholdest the light - 
Who has the charge 

From every quarter of your land 
From little towns in a far land, 
we came 

From the date that the doors of 
his prep-school ch>e 
From the wheel and the drift of 
Things 

Frost upon small rain—the 
ebony-lacquered a\ enue 
Full thirty foot she towered 
from waterline to rail 


ning? 
of it— 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 


xxxv. Schoolboy lyrics 
xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxiv. Songs fron Books 

xxxv. The Muse mongthe 
Motors 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 


‘Gay go up and gay go down 

Give me my rein, my sais! Give 
me my rein! 

Go, stalk the red deer o’er the 
heather 

‘Go, wash thyself in Jordan— 
go, wash thee and be clean!’ 

God gave all men all earth to 
love 

God of our fathers, known of old 

God rest you, peaceful gentle¬ 
men, let nothing you dismay 

Gods of the Nile, should this 
stout fellow here 

‘Gold is for the mistress—silverfor 
the maid — 


xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Echoes 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Five Nations 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
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Harry, our King in England, 
from London town is gone 

Hastily Adam our driver swal¬ 
lowed a curse in the dark¬ 
ness— 

‘Have you news of my boy 
Jack?’ 

Have you no Bananas, simple 
townsmen all? 

He drank strong waters and his 
speech was coarse 

He from the wind-bitten North 
with ship and companions 
descended 

He passed in the very battle- 
smoke 

He that hath a Gospel 

He wandered down the moun¬ 
tain grade 

Headless, lacking foot and 
hand 

Hear now the Song of the Dead — 
in the North hy the tom berg- 
edges — 

Heh! Walk her round. Heave, 
ah, heave her short again! 

Help for a patriot distressed, a 
spotless spirit hurt 

Her hand was still on her sword- 
hilt, the spur was still on her 
heel 

Here come I to my own again 

Here is a horse to tame 

‘Here is nothing new nor aught 
unprovensay the Trumpets 

Here’s a mongoose 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxrv. The Years Between 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxrv. Chapter Headings 
xxxm. The Years Between 


xxxin. The Years Between 

xxxrv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 


xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 

Ballads 

xxxm. The Five Nations 


xxxrv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxm. The Five Nations 

xxxv. Echoes 
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Here’s all at an end between us, 
or I’ll never taste sack again 
Here we go in a flung festoon 
Here we have it, scratched and 
scored 

Here, where my fresh-turned 
furrows run 

His drink it is Saline Pyretic 
His spots are the joy of the 
Leopard: his horns are the 
Buffalo’s pride 

H’m, for a subject it is well 
enough! 

Hoots! toots! ayont, ahint, afore 
How comes it that, at even-tide 

How do I know what Order 
brings 

How do we know, by the bank- 
high river 

‘How far is St. Helena from a 
little child at play?’ 

How shall she know the wor¬ 
ship we would do her? 

‘How sweet is the shepherd’s 
sweet life! 

Hurree Chunder Mookerjee, 
pride of Bow Bazar 
Hush-a-by, Baby 

I am made all things to all men— 

I am the land of their fathers 
I am the Most Wise Baviaan, 
saying in most wise tones 
I ate my fill of a whale that 
died 


xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

xxxm. The Five Nations 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxrv. Chapter H ’actings 

xxxv. Echoes 

xxxv. Echoes 
xxxrv. Later So, gs from 
Books 

xxxv. Miscellane 'us 

xxxiv. Later So igs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. Echoes 

■ xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxiu. The Years Between 
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I closed and drew for my love’s 
sake 

I could not dig: I dared not 
rob 

I could not look on Death, 
which being known 
I do not look for holy saints to 
guide me on my way 
I do not love my Empire’s foes 
I followed my Duke ere I was 
a lover 

I go to concert, party, ball— 

I had a little husband 
I had seen, as dawn was breaking 
I had some friends—but I 
dreamed that they were 
dead— 

I have a dream—a dreadful 
dream— 

‘I have a thousand men,’ said 
he 

I have been given my charge to 
keep— 

I have done mostly what most 
men do 

I have eaten your bread and salt 
I have made for you a song 

1 have slain none except my 
Mother. She 

I have watched a thousand days 
I have worked for ten seasons 
or more 

I journeyed, on a winter’s day 
I keep six honest serving-men 
I know not in Whose hands are 
laid 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxiu. The Years Between 
xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 


xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. Echoes 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
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I m ere in a ticky ulster an a 
broken billycock ’at 
I’m just in love with all these 
three 

I met my mates in the morning 
(and oh, but I am old!) 

I passed through the lonely 
Indian town 

I pray! My little body and 
whole span 

‘I see the grass shake in the sun 
for leagues on either hand’ 

I seek not what his soul desires 
I sent a message to mv dear— 

I stand and guard—oich ones 
as say 

I tell this tale, which is strictly 
true 

I turned—Heaven knows we 
women turn too much 
I turned the pages of the baby’s 
book 

I’ve a head like a concertina, I’ve 
a tongue like a button-stick 
I’ve danced till my shoes are 
outworn 

I’ve never sailed the Amazon 
I’ve paid for your sickest fancies; 
I’ve humoured your cracked- 
est whim— 

I’ve taken my fun where I’ve 
found it 

I wandered by the riverside 
‘I was a Have’ 

I was a shepherd to fools 
I was Lord of Cities very 
sumptuously builded 


xxxni. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxv. Miscellaneo is 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxv. Schoolboy ,yrics 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxv. The Muse . imong the 
Motors 

xxxv. Echoes 

xxxu. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
xxxra. The Seven Seas 


xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxv. Echoes 
xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 
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I was of delicate mind. I went 
aside for my needs 
I was the staunchest of our fleet 
I was very well pleased with 
what I knowed 

I went into a public-’ouse to get 
a pint o’ beer 

‘I will enter the world, I will 
make me a name’ 

I will let loose against you the 
fleet-footed vines— 

I will remember what I was. I 
am sick of rope and chain— 
I wish my mother could see me 
now, with a fence-post under 
my arm 

If any God should say 

If any mourn us in the work¬ 
shop, say 

If any question why we died 
If down here I chance to die 
If I had clamoured at Thy 
Gate 

If I have given you delight 
‘If I have taken the common 
clay’ 

If I were hanged on the highest 
hill 

If It be pleasant to look on, 
stalled in the packed serai 
If it were mine to choose [Heading 
to ‘The Man and the Shadow’] 

‘If my Love come to me over 
the water’ 

If the Led Striker call it a strike 
If Thought can reach to Heaven 


xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxji. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
xxxm. The Five Nations 


xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. Echoes 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
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If wars were won by feasting 

If you can keep your head 
when all about you 
If you’re off to Philadelphia in 
the morning 

If you stop to find out what 
your wages will be 
If you’ve ever stole a pheasant- 
egg be’ind the keeper’s back 
If you wake at midnight, and 
hear a horse’s feet 
Imprimis he was ‘broke.' There¬ 
after left 

In a land that the sand overlays 
—the ways to her gate' are un¬ 
trod — 

In England elm-leaves fall 
In extended observation of the 
ways and works of man 
In Faiths and Food and Books 
and Friends 

In Lowestoft a boat was laid 

In the days of lace-ruffles, per¬ 
ukes and brocade 
In the daytime,when she moved 
about me 

In the Name of the Empress of 
India, make way 
In the Neolithic Age savage 
warfare did I wage 
In the shade of the trees by the 
lunch-tent the Old Hailey- 
burian sat 

In their deepest caverns of lime¬ 
stone 


xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 

Ballads 

xxxiv. Songs from 1 ooks 
xxxn. Departmenta Ditties 
xxxm. The Years f ’tween 


xxxv. Echoes 
xxxm. The Five Nt lions 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 
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In youth, by hazard, I killed xxxv. The Muse among the 
an old man Motors 


It got beyond all orders an’ it 
got beyond all ’ope 
It is always a temptation to an 
armed and agile nation 
It’s forty in the shade to-day, 
the spouting eaves declare 
It was an artless Bandar and he 
danced upon a pine 
It was an August evening and, 
in snowy garments clad, 

It was not in the open fight 
It was not part of their blood 

It was our war-ship Clampher- 
down 

Jack Barrett went to Quetta 
Jack’s own Jill goes up to the 
Hill 

Jane Austen Beecher Stowe de 
Rouse 

Jane went to Paradise 

Jelaludin Muhammad Akbar, 
Guardian of Mankind 
Jenny and Me were engaged, 
you see 

Jubal sang of the Wrath of God 

Kabul town’s by Kabul river— 

King Solomon drew merchant¬ 
men 

‘Know this, my brethren, Hea¬ 
ven is clear’ 


xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. Echoes 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
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Land of our Birth, we pledge to 
thee 

Late came the God, having sent 
his forerunners who were not 
regarded— 

Laughing through clouds, his 
milk-teeth still unshed 
Legate, I had the news last night 
—my cohort ordered home 
’Less you want your toes trod 
off you’d better get back at 
once 

Lest you should think this story 
true [Heading to ‘A Code of 
Morals’] 

Let the fruit ripen one by one 
Let us admit it fairly, as a business 
people should 

‘Let us now praise famous men — 
Let us praise Such an One 
Life’s all getting and giving 
Like as the Oak whose roots 
descend 

Like Princes crowned they bore 
them— 

Little Blind Fish, thou art mar¬ 
vellous wise 

Lived a woman wonderful 
Lol as a little child 
Lo! the Wild Cow of the De¬ 
sert, her yeanling estrayed 
from her— 

Lo! what is this I make? Are 
these his limbs 

Lo! what is this that I make 
— sudden, supreme, un¬ 
rehearsed— 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxiv. Later Son$ s from 
Books 

xxxiv. Chapter He> dings 


xxxn. Department! I Ditties 


xxxv. Schoolboy L yrics 
xxxm. The Five N, tions 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxrv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxrv. Chapter Headings 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
Xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 
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Long years ago, ere R—11s or 
R—ce 

Look, you have cast out Love! 

What Gods are these 
Lord,Thou hast made this world 
below the shadow of a dream 
Love and Death once ceased 
their strife 

Love’s fiery chariot, Delia, take 


xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxin. The Seven Seas 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 


Man dies too soon, beside his 
works half-planned 

Man goes to Man! Cry the chal¬ 
lenge through the jungle! 

March! The mud is cakin’ good 
about our trousies 

Mary, Mary, quite contrary 

Master, this is Thy Servant. 
He is rising eight weeks old 

Me that ’ave been what I’ve 
been— 

Men make them fires on the 
hearth 

Mine was the woman to me, 
darkling I found her 

Mithras, God of the Morning, 
our trumpets waken the 
Wall! 

Moralists we 

Most men harry the world 
for fun 

Mother India, wan and thin 

Much I owe to the Lands that 
grew— 

My brother kneels, so saith 
Kabir 


xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxin. The Seven Seas 

xxxv. Echoes 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxin. The Five Nations 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxiii. The Seven Seas 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxv. Echoes 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
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My father s father saw it not 
My garden blazes brightly with 
the rose-bush and the peach 
My girl she give me the go 
onest 

My name is O’Kelly, I’ve heard 
the Revelly 

My name, my speech, my self 
I had forgot 

My new-cut ashlar takes the 
light 

‘My son,’ said the Norman 
Baron, ‘I am dying, and you 
will be heir 

My son was killed while 
laughing at some jest. I 
would I knew 

Naked and grey the Cotswolds 
stand 

Naked and shivering, how the 
oozy tide 

Neither the harps nor the 
crowns amused, nor the 
cherubs’ dove-winged races 
News! 

No doubt but ye are the People — 
your throne is above the Kings 
No hope, no change! The 
clouds have shut us in 
Non nobis Domine !— 

‘None whole or clean,’ we cry, 
‘or free from stain’ 

Not in the camp his victory lies 
Not in the thick of the fight 
Not though you die to-night, 
O Sweet, and wail 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxiii. The Years l etween 

xxxiv. Songs from Hooks 

xxxiv. Later Somj s from 
Books 

xxxm. The Years l etween 


xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxm. The Five Nations 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
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Not with an outcry to Allah 
nor any complaining 
Nothing in life has been made 
by man for man’s using 
Now Chil the Kite brings home 
the night 

Now it is not good for the 
Christian’s health to hustle 
the Aryan brown 
Now Jones had left his new- 
wed bride to keep his house 
in order 

Now praise the Gods of Time 
and Chance 

Now the Four-way Lodge is 
opened, now the Hunting 
Winds are loose 
Now the land is ringed with a 
circle of fire 

Now, the New Year reviving 
last Year’s Debt 
Now the New Year reviving 
old desires 

Now there is nothing wrong 
with me 

Now, this is the cup the 
White Men drink 
Now this is the Law of the Jungle 
—as old and as true as the sky 
‘Now this is the price of a 
stirrup-cup’ 

Now this is the tale of the 
Council the German Kaiser 
decreed 

Now Tomlinson gave up the 
ghost in his house in Berkeley 
Square 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxiii. The Five Nations 


xxxv. Echoes 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxrv. Songs from Books 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 
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Now Valour, Youth, and Life’s xxxv. Miscellaneous 
delight break forth 

Now we are come to our King- xxxiv. Songs from Books 
dom 

Nude nymph, when from Neu- xxxv. Echoes 
berg’s I led her 

O Hubshee, carry your shoes in xxxm. The Five Ni tions 
your hand and bow your 
head on your breast' 

O ye who hold the written clue xxxm. The Years f ’.tween 

O ye who tread the Narrow xxxm. The Five N itions 
Way 

Of all the trees that grow so fair xxxiv. Songs from . looks 

Of all the Tribe of Tcgumai xxxiv. Songs from looks 

Oh, East is East, and We ■ t is West, xxxn. Barrack-Roc m 
and never the twain shall meet Ballads 

Oh, gallant was our galley from xxxii. Department 1 1 Ditties 
her carvcn steering-wheel 

Oh, glorious are the guarded xxxm. The Five Nations 
heights 

Oh! hush thee, my baby, the xxxiv. Songs from Books 
night is behind us 

Oh, late withdrawn from xxxiv. Later Songs from 
human-kind Books 

Oh, light was the world that he xxxiv. Songs from Books 
weighed in his hands! 

Oh, little did the Wolf-Child xxxiv. Songs from Books 
care 

Oh, long had we paltered xxxv. Miscellaneous 

‘Oh, show me how a rose can shut xxxv. Miscellaneous 
and be a bud again!' 

Oh! Terence dear, and did xxxv. Miscellaneous 
you hear 

‘Oh, where are you going to, xxxrv. Later Songs from 
all you Big Steamers Books 

2 C 
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Oh, woe is me for the merry 
life 

Old Horn to All Atlantic said 
Old is the song that I sing [Heading 
to ‘Army Headquarters’] 

Old Mother Laidinwool had 
nigh twelve months been 
dead 

On land and sea I strove with 
anxious care 

On the Downs, in the Weald, on 
the Marshes 

On the first hour of my first 
day 

Once, a pair of savages found a 
stranded tree 

Once a ripple came to land 
Once, after long-drawn revel 
at The Mermaid 
Once again the Steamer at 
Calais—the tackles 
Once in life I watched a Star 

‘Once in so often,’ King Solo¬ 
mon said 

Once, on a glittering ice-field, 
ages and ages ago 
Once on a time, the ancient 
legends tell 

Once on a time was a King 
anxious to understand 
Once we feared The Beast— 
when he followed us we ran 
One brought Her Fire from a 
distant place 

One from the ends of the Earth 
—gifts at an open door— 


xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxrv. Songs from Books 
xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxrv. Songs from Books 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxni. The Years Between 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiii. The Years Between 

xxxrv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxrv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxm. The Seven Seas 
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One grief on me is laid 

One man in a thousand, Solo¬ 
mon says 

One moment bid the horses 
wait 

One moment past our bodies 
cast 

One used and butchered me: 
another spied 

Only two African kopjes 

‘Open the gate!’ 

Open the old cigar-box, get me 
a Cuba stout 

Or ever the battered liners sank 

Our brows are bound with 
spindrift and the w eed is on 
our knees 

Our England is a garden that is 
full of stately views 

Our fathers in a wondrous 
age 

Our gloves are stiff with the 
frozen blood 

Our heads were rough and our 
hands were black 

Our King went forth on pil¬ 
grimage 

Our Lord Who did the Ox 
command 

Our sister sayeth such and such 

Out o’ the wilderness, dusty an’ 
dry 

Over the edge of the purple 
down 

Over the ice she flies 
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Pagett, M.P., was a liar, and a 
fluent liar therewith,— 

Passion and Fire—bah! are they 
ever linked with beauty? 

Peace is declared, an* I return 

‘Peace upon Earth, Goodwill 
to men’— 

Petrolio, vaunting his Mercedes’ 
power 

Pit where the buffalo cooled his 
hide 

Pity not! the Army gave 

Placetne, Domini? —in far Lahore 

Pleasant it is for the Little Tin 
Gods 

‘Poison of asps is under our bps’? 

Potiphar Gubbins, C.E. 

Pre-admonisheth the writer 

Prometheus brought down fire 
to men 

Prophets have honour all over 
the Earth 

Pussy can sit by the fire and sing 

Put forth to watch, unschooled, 
alone 
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xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
xxxrv. Chapter Headings 


Queen Bess was Harry’s daughter, xxxrv. Songs from Books 
Stand forward partners all! 


Rahere, King Henry’s Jester, 
feared by all the Norman 
Lords 

Rain on the face of the sea 

Read here the moral roundly 
writ 

Read here: This is the story of 
Evarra — man — 


xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Echoes 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
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Red Earl, and will ye take for 
guide 

Ride with an idle whip, ride 
with an unused heel 
Rome never looks where she 
treads 

Roses by babies’ rosier fingers 
pressed 

Roses red and roses white 
Rosicrucian subtleties 
Royal and Dower-royal, I the 
Queen 

Run down to the sea. O River 
Rustum Beg of Kolaz ii—slightly 
backward Native State— 

Said England unto Pharaoh, ‘I 
must make a man of you’ 
Save where our huge sea-castles 
from afar 

Securely, after days 
See you the ferny ride that steals 
See-saw, Justice and Law 
Seven men from all the world back 
to Docks again 

Seven Watchmen sitting in a tower 
Sez the Junior Orderly Sergeant 
She did not know that she was 
dead 

She dropped the bar, she shot 
the bolt, she fed the fire anew 
She is not Folly—that I know 

Shiv, who poured the harvest 
and made the winds to blow 
Shove off from the wharf-edge! 
Steady! 
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xxxv. Echoes 
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xxxiii. The Five Nations 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

xxxrv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Echoes 
xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 
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xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxrv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxrv. Songs from Books 
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Shun—shun the Bowl! That fatal, xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
facile drink [Heading to ‘The 
Man Who Could Write’] 

Since first the White Horse xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Banner blew free Books 

Since ye distemper and defile xxxv. The Muse among the 

Motors 

Sing a Song of Sixpence xxxv. Echoes 

Singer and tailor am I— xxxiv. Songs from Books 

Smells are surer than sounds or xxxm. The Five Nations 
sights 

Smokin’ my pipe on the mount- xxxn. Barrack-Room 
ings, sniffin’ the momin’ cool Ballads 

So be it; you give me my release xxxv. Echoes 
So here’s your Empire. No xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
more wine, then? Good 

So long as memory, valour, and xxxv. Miscellaneous 
faith endure 

So long as ’neath the Kalka xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
hills 

So long as ’twuz me alone xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

So the day dragged through xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 

So we loosed a bloomin’ volley xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
So we settled it all when the xxxrv. Chapter Headings 
storm was done 

‘Soldier, soldier come from the xxxii. Barrack-Room 
wars Ballads 

Something wanting in this xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
world 

Sooner or late—in earnest or in xxxiv. Later Songs from 
jest Books 

South and far south below the xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Line Books 

Speakin’ in general, I ’ave tried xxxm. The Seven Seas 
’em all 

‘ ’Stopped in the straight when xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
the race was his own! 
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Strangers drawn from the ends xxxiv. Songs from Books 
of the earth, jewelled and 
plumed were we 

Such as in Ships and brittle Barks xxxv. Miscellaneous 
Sudden the desert changes xxxm. The Five Nations 
Sweet is the Rose’s scent— xxxv. Echoes 
Tobacco’s smell 

Swifter than aught ’neath the xxxv. The Must among the 
sun the car of Simonides Motors 

moved him 

Take of English earth as much xxxiv. Songs frott Books 
Take up the White Man’s burden xxxm. The Five Nations 
Tara Chandisthegardener’s mate xxxv. Echoes 
Tell it to the locked-up trees xxxrv. Songs fro n Books 

Thank God Who made the xxxv. Miscellan ous 
British Isles 

That long white Barrack by the xxxv. Schoolbo ) Lyrics 
Sea 

That night, when through the xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
mooring-chains [Heading to ‘The 
Ballad of Fisher’s Boarding-House’] 

That which is marred at birth xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Time shall not mend Books 

The Babe was laid in the Manger xxxm. The Years Between 
The bachelor ’e fights for one xxxm. The Five Nations 
The banked oars fell an hundred xxxm. The Years Between 
strong 

The beasts are very wise xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

The blown sand heaps on me, xxxm. The Years Between 
that none may learn 

The boats of Newhaven and xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Folkestone and Dover Books 

The ’buses run to Battersea xxxv. Miscellaneous 
The Camel’s hump is an ugly xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
lump 

The careful text-books measure xxxv. Miscellaneous 
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The Celt in all his variants from 
Builth to Ballyhoo 
The child of Mary Queen of 
Scots 

The child of the ’Nineties con¬ 
siders with laughter 
The Cities are full of pride 
The dark eleventh hour 
The dead child lay in the shroud 

The Doorkeepers of Zion 
The doors were wide, the story 
saith 

The drowsy carrier sways 

The Earth gave up her dead 
that tide 

The earth is full of anger 
The ’eathen in ’is blindness bows 
down to wood an’ stone 
The eldest son bestrides him 
The fans and the beltings 
roar round me 
The fear was on the cattle, for 
the gale was on the sea 
The fields were upholstered with 
poppies so red 

The first time that Peter denied 
his Lord 

The Four Archangels, so the 
legends tell 

The freed dove flew to the 
Rajah’s tower— 

The Garden called Gethsemane 
The General ’eard the firin’ on 
the flank 

The God of Fair Beginnings 
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xxxrv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxiii. The Seven Seas 
xxxiii. The Years Between 
xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxiii. The Years Between 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiii. The Seven Seas 
xxxiii. The Seven Seas 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 
xxxiii. The Years Between 

xxxiii. The Seven Seas 

xxxv. Echoes 

xxxiii. The Years Between 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxiii. The Five Nations 
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The Gods that are wiser than xxxv. Miscellaneous 
Learning 

The gull shall whistle in his xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
wake, the blind wave break 
in fire 

The horse is ridden—the jockey xxxv. Miscellaneous 
rides— 

The Injian Ocean sets an’ smiles xxxm. The Seven , leas 

The Jam-pot, tender thought! xxxv. Schoolboy L yrics 

The King has called for priest xxxm. The Seven teas 
and cup 

The Knight came home from xxxv. Miscellaneo\ s 
the quest 

The lark will make her hymn xxxiv. Chapter He idings 
to God 

The Law whereby my lady xxxiv. Songs from Books 
moves 

The Liner she’s a lad\, an’ she xxxm. The Seven Seas 
never looks nor ’ecds— 

The man that is open of heart xxxiv. Later Songs from 
to his neighbour Books 

The men that fought at Min- xxxm. The Seven Seas 
den, they was rookies in their 
time 

The merry clerks of Oxen- xxxv. Miscellaneous 
ford they stretch themselves 
at ease 

The miracle of our land’s speech xxxiv. Later Songs from 
—so known Books 

The motive that calls for my xxxv. Echoes 
ditty 

The night was very silent, and xxxv. Echoes 
the moon was going down 

The night we felt the earth xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
would move 

The over-faithful sword returns xxxiii. The Years Between 
the user 
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The People of the Eastern Ice, 
they are melting like the 
snow— 

The Pious Horse to church 
may trot 

The Pope of Rome he could 
not win 

The rain it rains without a stay 

The road to En-dor is easy to 
tread 

The ships destroy us above 

The sky is lead and our faces are 
red 

The smoke upon your Altar 
dies 

The snow lies thick on Valley 
Forge 

The Soldier may forget his 
Sword 

The Sons of Mary seldom 
bother, for they have in¬ 
herited that good part 

The Stranger within my gate 

The stream is shrunk—the pool 
is dry 

The strength of twice three thou¬ 
sand horse 

The toad beneath the harrow 
knows [Heading to ‘Pagett, M.P.’] 

The tom boughs trailing o’er 
the tusks aslant 

The Weald is good, the Downs are 
best — 

The white moth to the closing 
bine 
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xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiii. The Years Between 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiii. The Years Between 
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xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
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xxxu. Departmental Ditties 
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xxxv. Miscellaneous 


394 



GENERAL INDEX TO FIRST LINES OF POEMS 


The wind in the pine sings Her 
praises 

The wind took off with the 
sunset 

The wolf-cub at even lay hid in 
the com 

The Word came down to Dives 
in Torment where he lay 
The World hath set its heavy 
yoke 

The wreath of banquet over¬ 
night lay withered on the 
neck 

The wrecks dissolve above us; 
their dust drops down from 
afar— 

Then a pile of heads he made— 
Then we brought the lances 
down—then the bugles blew 
There are four good legs to my 
Father’s Chair— 

There are no leaders to lead us 
to honour, and yet without 
leaders we sally 
There are three degrees of bliss 
There are whose study is of 
smells 

There dwells a wife by the 
Northern Gate 

There is a tide in the affairs of 
men 

There is a word you often see, 
pronounce it as you may 
There is a world outside the one 
you know 

There is one moment when the 
Gods are kind 
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xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxn. Barrack-Roi m 

Ballads 

xxxm. The Seven >eas 

xxxiv. Chapter He dings 
xxxiv. Chapter He idings 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
xxxm. The Five Nations 
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xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
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There is pleasure in the wet, 
wet clay 

There is sorrow enough in the 
natural way 

There runs a road by Merrow 
Down— 

There’s a convict more in the 
Central Jail 

There’s a Legion that never was 
’listed 

There’s a little red-faced man 

There’s a pasture in a valley 
where the hanging woods 
divide 

There’s a whisper down the 
field where the year has shot 
her yield 

There’s a widow in sleepy Chester 

There’s no God in London 

‘There’s no sense in going 
further — it’s the edge of 
cultivation’ 

There’s no wind along these 
seas 

There’s tumult in the Khyber 

There was a landau deep and 
wide 

There was a priest at Philae 

There was a row in Silver 
Street that’s near to Dublin 
Quay 

There was a strife ’twixt man 
and maid 

There was darkness under 
Heaven 

There was never a Queen like 
Balkis 
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xxxrv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxiii. The Seven Seas 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxn. Departmental Ditties 

xxxv. Echoes 

xxxm. The Five Nations 


xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxv. Schoolboy Lyrics 
xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxn. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxrv. Chapter Headings 
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There was no one like ’im, xxxm. The Seven Seas 
’Orse or Foot 

There was Rundle, Station xxxm. The Seven Seas 
Master 

There were thirty million Eng- xxxv. Miscellaneous 
lish who talked of England’s 
might 

There were three daughters long xxxv. Schoolboy L yrics 
ago 

There were three friends that xxxiv. Chapter He i dings 
buried the fourth 

These are our regulations— xxxv. Miscellaneot s 

These are the Four that arc xxxiv. Chapter He idings 
never content, that have 
never been filled since the 
Dews began 

These were my companions xxxiv. Songs from Books 
going forth by night— 

‘These were never your true xxxm. The Years between 
love’s eyes 

These were our children who xxxiv. Later Songs from 
died for our lands: they were Books 

dear in our sight 

‘They are fools who kiss and tell’ xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
[Heading to ‘Pink Dominoes’] 

They bear, in place of classic xxxiv. Later Songs from 
names Books 

They burnt a corpse upon the xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
sand 

They christened my brother xxxm. The Five Nations 
of old 

They killed a Child to please xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
the Gods 

They shall not return to us, the xxxm. The Years Between 
resolute, the young 

They shut the road through the xxxrv. Songs from Books 
woods 
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Think not, O thou from Col¬ 
lege late deported 

Thirteen as twelve my Murray 
always took— 

This ’appened in a battle to a 
batt’ry of the corps 

' This came to him by night—the 
ganja burnt 

This ditty is a string of lies 
[Heading to ‘Study of an Elevation 
in Indian Ink’] 

This fell when dinner-time was 
done 

This for a charge to our children, 
in sign of the price we paid 

This I saw when the rites were 
done 

This is our lot if we live so long 
and labour unto the end 

This is the end whereto men 
toiled 

This is the midnight—let no 
star 

This is the mouth-filling song 
of the race that was rim by a 
Boomer 

This is the reason why Rustum 
Beg [Heading to ‘A Legend of 
the Foreign Office’] 

This is the sorrowful story 

‘This is the State above the Law 

This man in his own country 
prayed we know not to what 
Powers 

This spark now set, retarded, 
yet forbears 

This Uninhabited Island 
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xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 
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xxxv. Miscellaneous 
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xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxiii. The Five Nations 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 


xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
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xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 
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Though all the Dead were all 
forgot 

Though tangled and twisted the 
course of true love [Heading to 
‘The Post that Fitted’] 

' Three couples were we in the 
lane 

Three things make Earth un¬ 
quiet 

Thrones, Powers, Dominions, 
Peoples, Kings 

Through learned and laborious 
years 

Through the Plagues of Egyp’ 
we was chasin’ Arabi 
"'Through war and pestilence, 
red siege and fire 

Thus, for a season, they fought it 
fair— 

Thus said the Lord in the 
Vault above the Cherubim 

Thy face is far from this our 
war 

Time and Space decreed his lot 

To all to whom this little book 
may come— 

To Him Who hade the Heavens 
abide, yet cease not from their 
motion 

To the Heavens above us 

To the fudge of Right and Wrong 

To the legion of the lost ones, 
to the cohort of the damned 

To-day, across our fathers’ 
graves 

‘ Tommy you was when it began 
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xxxiii. The Years Between 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxv. Miscellanec is 

xxxiv. Chapter H •adings 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxm. The Seven Seas 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxrv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxm. The Years Between 

xxxn. Barrack-Room 

Ballads 

xxxm. The Years Between 
xxxm. The Five Nations 
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To-night, God knows what 
thing shall tide 

Too late, alas! the song [Heading 
to ‘The Plea of the Simla Dancers’] 

Troopin’, troopin’, troopin’ to 
the sea 

Truly ye come of The Blood; 
slower to bless than to 
ban 

Try as he will, no man breaks 
wholly loose 

’Twas Fultah Fisher’s boarding¬ 
house 

’Twas not while England’s 
sword unsheathed 

’Twas when the rain fell steady 
an’ the Ark was pitched an’ 
ready 

Twelve hundred million men are 
spread [Heading to ‘The Last 
Department’] 

Twenty bridges from Tower to 
Kew — 

’Twixt my house and thy house 
the pathway is broad 

Two lives, one sweet and one 
most sad, I lead 

Udai Chand lay sick to death 

Under the shadow of Death 

Unless you come of the gipsy 
stock 

Until thy feet have trod the 
Road 

Unto whose use the pregnant 
suns are poised 
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xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxiii. The Seven Seas 
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xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 
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xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiii. The Years Between 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
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xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 
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Up came the young Centaur- 
colts from the plains they 
were fathered in— 

Up the steep Official Stair 

Valour and Innocence 
Veil them, cover them, wall 
them round— 

Walpole talks of‘a man and his 
price ’ [Heading to‘PuMic Waste’] 
We are actors at the side-scenes 
ere the play of life begins 
We are very slightly changed 
We be the Gods of the East 
We counterfeited one e for your 
disport 

We, giving all, gained all 
We have another Viceroy now, 
those days are dead and done 
[Heading to ‘Delilah’] 

We have fed our sea for a thou¬ 
sand years 

We have no heart for the fish¬ 
ing, we have no hand for the 
oar 

We have served our day 
We knew thee of old 
We knit a riven land to strength 
by cannon, code, and sword 
We know the Rocket’s upward 
whizz 

We lent to Alexander the 
strength of Hercules 
We meet in an evil land 
We now, held in captivity 


xxxrv. Later Songs from 
Books 
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xxxv. Schoolboy lyrics 
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/ We pray to God, and to God it 
seems 

We pulled for you when the 
wind was against us and the 
sails were low 

We’re foot—slog—slog—slog 
—sloggin’ over Africa! 

We’re marchin’ on relief over 
Injia’s sunny plains 

We’re not so old in the Army 
List 

We thought we ranked above 
the chance of ill 
i We two learned the lesson to¬ 
gether 

We’ve drunk to the Queen— 
God bless her! 

We’ve fought with many men 
acrost the seas 

We’ve got the cholerer in camp 
—it’s worse than forty fights 

We’ve rode an’ fought an’ ate 
an’ drunk as rations come to 
hand 

We’ve sent our little Cupids all 
ashore 

We welcome to our hearts 
to-night our kinsmen from 
afar 

We were all one heart and one 
race 

We were alone on the beach 

We were dreamers, dreaming 
greatly, in the man-stifled 
town 

We were taken from the ore- 
bed and the mine 
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We were together since the War 
began 

‘What are the bugles blowin’ 
for?’ said Files-on-Parade 

What boots it on the Gods to 
call? 

‘What have we ever done to 
bear this grudge?’ 

What is a woman that you for¬ 
sake her 

What is the moral? Who rides 
may read 

What is the song the children 
sing 

What of the hunting, hunter 

( bold? 

‘What’s that that hirples at my 
side?’ 

Wheel me gently to the garage, 
since my car and I must 
part— 

When a lover hies abroad 

When all the world would keep 
a matter hid 

When by the labour of my 
’ands 

When Drake went down to the 
Horn 

When Earth’s last picture is 
painted and the tubes are 
twisted and dried 

When first by Eden Tree 

When, foot to wheel and back 
to wind 

When Horse and Rider each 
can trust the other every¬ 
where 
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Ballads 
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xxxiv. Later Sori j s from 
Books 

xxxiv. Chapter Hi tidings 
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When I left Rome for Lalage’s 
sake 

When I was a King and a Mason 
—a Master proven and skilled 

When Julius Fabricius, Sub- 
Prefect of the Weald 

When ’Omer smote ’is bloomin’ 
lyre 

When Rome was rotten-ripe 
to her fall 

When Samson set my brush 
afire 

When spring-time flushes the 
desert grass 

When that great Kings return 
to clay 

When that with meat and drink 
they had fulfilled 

When the ’arf-made recruity 
goes out to the East 

When the cabin port-holes are 
dark and green 

When the darkened Fifties dip 
to the North 

When the drums begin to beat 

When the earth was sick and 
the skies were grey 

When the flush of a new-born 
sun fell first on Eden’s green 
and gold 

When the flush of the new-born 
sun fell first on Eden’s green 
and gold 

When the Great Ark, in Vigo 
Bay 

When the grey geese heard the 
Fool’s tread 


xxxrv. Songs from Books 

xxxrn. The Five Nations 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxiii. The Seven Seas 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Miscellaneous 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxiii. The Five Nations 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxiii. The Five Nations 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiv. Chapter Headings 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxv. Miscellaneous 
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When the Himalayan peasant 
meets die he-bear in his pride 
When the robust and Brass- 
bound Man commissioned 
first for sea 

When the waters’ countenance 
When the Waters were dried 
an’ the Earth did appear 
When, with a pain he desires to 
explain to his servitors, Baby 
When ye say to Tabaqui, ‘My 
Brother!’, when ye call the 
Hyaena to meat 
When you come to London 
Town 

When you’ve shout d ‘Rule 
Britannia,’ when you’ve sung 
‘God save the Queen’ 
Whence comest thou, Gehazi 
‘Where have you been this 
while away’ 

Where run your colts at pasture? 
Where’s the lamp that Hero 
lit 

Where the East wind is brewed 
fresh and fresh every morning 
Where the reveller laid him, 
drunk with wine 
Where the sober-coloured culti¬ 
vator smiles 

Whether the State can loose 
and bind 

Whether to wend through 
straight streets stricdy 
While the snaffle holds or the 
long-neck stings 
Who gives him the Bath? 


xxxiii. The Years Between 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxiii. The Seven . seas 

xxxiv. Later Son's from 
Books 

xxxiv. Chapter He iditigs 

xxxv. Miscellaneo [ s 
xxxv. Miscellaneo <s 


xxxiii. The Years .between 
xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxm. The Five Nations 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. Echoes 

xxxii. Departmental Ditties 

xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Books 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
xxxiv. Songs from Books 
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Who hath desired the Sea?— xxxm. The Five Nations 
the sight of salt water un¬ 
bounded 

Who in the Realm to-day lays xxxra. The Years Between 
down dear life for the sake of a 
land more dear? 

Who knows the heart of the xxxiv. Songs from Books 
Christian? How does he 
reason? 

Who recalls the twilight and xxxm. The Five Nations 
the ranged tents in order 

Why gird at Lollius if he care xxxv. Miscellaneous 

Why Golf is Art and Art is xxxv. Miscellaneous 
Golf 

'Why is my District death-rate xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
low?’ [Heading to ‘Municipal’] 

Will you conquer my heart with xxxn. Departmental Ditties 
your beauty, my soul going 
out from afar? 

Winds of the World, give xxxn. Barrack-Room 
answer! They are whimper- Ballads 

ing to and fro 

With a lady flirt a little xxxv. Echoes 

With them there rode a lustie xxxv. The Muse among the 
Engineere Motors 

With those that bred, with xxxm. The Five Nations 
those that loosed the strife 

With us there rade a Maister- xxxiv. Later Songs from 
Cook that came Books 

Wot makes the soldier’s ’eart to xxxn. Barrack-Room 
penk, wot makes ’im to per- Ballads 

spire? 

Yearly, with tent and rifle, our xxxm. The Five Nations 
careless white men go 

Yet at the last, ere our spear- xxxiv. Chapter Headings 
men had found him 
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You call yourself a man 
You couldn’t pack a Broad- 
wood half a mile— 

You may talk o’ gin and beer 

You mustn’t groom an Arab 
with a file 

You mustn’t swim till you’re 
six weeks old 
Your jar of Virginny 
Your patience, sirs. 1 he Devil 
took me up 

Your tiercel’s too Ion.; at hack, 
Sir. He’s no eyass 
Your trail mns to the westward 
Youth that trafficked long with 
Death 


xxxm. The Seven Seas 
xxxiii. The Seven Seas 

xxxii. Barrack-Room 
Ballads 

xxxv. The Muse among the 
Motors 

xxxiv. Chapter Hi adings 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 
xxxrv. Chapter H adings 

xxxiv. Songs from Books 

xxxv. Miscellanei is 
xxxrv. Later Soi %s from 
Books 


THE END 
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